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LIFE OF 
WASHINGTON IRVING. 

t 
m 

The life of Washington Irving was one of the 
brightest ever led by an author. He discovered 
his genius at an early age ; was graciously wel- 
comed by his countrymen ; answered the literary 
condition of the period when he appeared ; won 
easily, and as easily kept, a distinguished place 
an the republic of letters; was generously re- 
warded for his work ; charmed his contempora- 
ries by his amiability and modesty; lived long, 
wisely, happily, and died at a ripe old age, in the 
fullness of his powers and his fame. He never 
learned the mournful truth which the lives of so 
many authors torce upon us : 

Slow rises worth, by poverty depressed ; '* 

he never felt the ills which so often assail the 
souls of scholars : 



u 



Toil, envy, want, the patron aod the jail ;" 



he never wrote for his bread like Johnson and 
Goldsmith, and never hungered like Otway and 
Chatterton ; but lived in learned ease, surrounded 
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by friends, master of himself and his time—a 
prosperous gentleman. ' Born under a lucky star, 
all good things sought him out, and were turned 
by him to delightful uses. He made the world 
happier by his gifts, and the world honors his 
memory. 

The ancestry of Washington Irving reaches 
back to the days of Robert Bruce, who, when a 
fugitive from the court of Edward I., concealed 
himself in the house of William De Irwin, his 
secretary and sword-bearer. William De Irwin 
followed the changing fortunes of his royal 
master; was with him when he was routed at 
Methvcn ; shared his subsequent dangers ; and 
was one of the seven who were hidden with him 
in a copse of holly when his pursuers passed by. 
When Bruce came to his own again he made him 
Master of the Rolls, and ten years after the battle 
of Bannockburn, gave him in free barony the 
forest of Drum, near Aberdeen, He also permit- 
led him to use his private badge of three holly 
leaves, with the motto, Sub sole sub umbra vzrens, 
wliich are still the arms of the Irving family. Our 
concern, however, is not with the ancestors of 
Irving, but with his father, William Irving, who 
was from Shaplnsha, one of the Orkney Islands, 
and who, on the death of his mother, determined 
to follow the sea. He was born in 1731, a year 
before Washington, and when his biographers 
find him, was a petty officer on board of an 
armed packet-ship m the service of his British 



LIFE OF IE VIJS'^G. n 

Majesty, plying between Falmouth and New 
York. At the former port he met and became 
enamored of Sarah Sanders, a beautiful girl 
about two years younger than himself, the only 
daughter of John and Anna Sanders, and grand- 
daughter of an English curate named Kent. They 
were married at Falmouth, on the i8th of May, 
1761, and two years and two months later em- 
barked for New York, leaving the body of their 
first child in an English giave->ard. William 
Irving now abandoned the sea, and entering into 
trade, was prospering in a small way when the 
Revolution broke out. His house was under the 
gfunsof the English ships of war in the harbor, so 
he concluded to remove to the country, and took 
refuge with his family in Rah way. New Jersey. He 
was safer, perhaps, than he would have been in 
New York ; but business was at an end. He was 
pointed out as a rebel, and British troops were 
billeted in his best rooms, while the family was 
banished to the garret, so he made up his mind to 
return to New York. He was still a rebel, as well 
as his wife, who supplied prisoners with food from 
her own table, visited them in prison when they 
were ill, and furnished them with clothes, blank- 
ets, and the like. " I'd rather you'd send them a 
rope, Mrs. Irving," said the brutal Cunningham, 
who, nevertheless, allowed her charities to pass 
through his hands. 

Washington Irving, the youngest of eleven 
children, and the eighth son of William and 



12 LIFE OF IBVING, 

Sarah Irving, was born toward the close of these 
troublous times in Neiy York, on April 34» 1783. 
The house in which he was born, a plain, two- 
story dwelling in William Street (131), between. 
Fulton and John, has long since disappeared, as 
well as the house on the opposite side of the 
same street (128) to which the family moved 
within a year after his birth. If thje boy differed 
in any respect from the average boy, the particu- 
lars have not reached us. The earliest recorded 
anecdote in which he figures connects him 
with the illustrious name of Washington, who en- 
tered the city with his army not many months 
after his birth. The enthusiasm which greeted 
tlie great man was showed by a young Scotch 
maid-servant vOf the family, who followed him one 
morning into a shop, and showing him the lad, 
said: "Please, your honor, here's a bairn was 
named after you." He placed his hand on the 
head of his little namesake and blessed him. 

Master Irving was not a prodigy; for at the 
first school, kept by a woman, to which he was 
sent in his fourth year, and where he remained 
upwards of two years, he learned little beyond 
his alphabet; and at the second, where bo^s 
and girls were taught, and where he remained 
until he was fourteen, he was more noted for 
his truth-telling than for his scholarship* He 
distinguished himself while at school by playing 
the part of Juba in Addison's Cato, at a public 
exhibition, and by amusing the audience by 
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litrtiggliiig at the same time with a mass of 
honey-cAke which he was munching behind the 
scenes, when he was suddenly summoned upon 
the stage. The first book he is known to have 
read with pleasure was Hoole's translation of 
*' Orlando Furioso * which fired him to emulate 
the feats of its heroes, by combatting his play- 
mates with a wooden sword in the yard of his 
father's house. His neitt literary favorites were 
** Robinson Crusoe " and « Sinbad the Sailor," 
and a collection of voy^es and travels, entitled 
"The World Displayed/' which he used to read 
at night by thfe glimmer of secreted candles after 
he had retired to bed, and which begot in him 
a dfesire to go to sea— a strong desire that by 
the time he left school almost ripened into a 
diitermihation to run away from home and be a 
sailor. It led him, at any rate; to try to eat salt 
pork, whidi he abominated, and to lie on the 
hard floor, which, of course, was distasteful to 
him. These prellmiiiary hardships proved too 
much for his heroism, so the notion of becoming 
a gallant tar was reluctantly abandoned. 

Ir^ing's first known attempt at original com- 
position was a couplet levelled against a larger 
schooMellow, who was attentive to the servant- 
girl of his master, and who was so enraged at the 
fun it occasioned, that he gave the writer a severe 
threshing. The ^oung poet was discouraged in 
his personalities, but not his art ; for he contrib- 
uted metrical effusions to the Weekly Museum, a 
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little periodical of four pages, published in Peck 
Slip, to which he also contributed moral essays. 
At the age of thirteen he wrote a play, which was 
represented at the house of a friend, and 8tini<* 
ulated his boyish fondness for the stage. He 
was abetted in his dramatic passion by James K. 
Paulding, who was between four and five years his 
senior, and was residing with his brother William 
Irving, who had married his sister. The theater 
was situated in John Street, between Broadway 
and Nassau, not far from his father's house, from 
which he used to steal to see the play, returning 
in time for the evening prayer, after which he 
would pretend to retire for the night to his own 
room in the second story, whence he would climb 
out of the window on a woodshed, and so get 
back to the theater, and the enjoyment of the 
after-piece. These youthful escapades, if detected, 
would no doubt have subjected him to a severe 
lecture from his father, who was a strict. God- 
fearing man, and to tender reproaches from his 
mother. "Oh, Washington!" sighed the old 
lady, " if you were only good ! " 

After a year or two more of school-life, during 
which he acquired the rudiments of a classical 
education, he concluded to study law, a profes- 
sion to which his brother John had devoted him- 
self, and accordingly entered the office of Henry 
Masterton, with whom he remained until the 
summer of 1801, when he transferred his services 
to Brockholst Livingston, and, on that gentle- 
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man bein^ called to the bench of the Supreme 
Court of the State in the following January, he 
continued his legal pursuits in the office of Josiah 
Ogden Hoffman. Why Irving conceived that he- 
had the makings of a lawyer in him, we are not 
told ; nor why his father, who was averse to law, 
should have permitted him to mistake his tal- 
ents. It was not a very dangerous mistake, how^ 
ever» for he soon awoke fit)m it ; nor was it sedu- 
lously indulged in while it lasted ; for when not 
emplo3re(t like Cowper before him, in giggling 
and making ^g^X^, he passed his days in reading 
the belie-Iettre literature of England, and such 
literature as America then possessed, which was 
not much, nor worth dwelling upon now. He 
found his vocation in his nineteenth year, in the 
be^nning of December, 1802, or it was found for 
him, by his brother Peter, who, a couple of 
months before, had started a daily paper in New 
York, under the title of the Morning Chronicle, 
of which he was the editor and proprietor, and 
in which he persuaded his clever young brother 
to assist him. He furnished a series of essays 
over the signature of '* Jonathan Oldstyle," which 
betrayed the bent of his mind and his early read- 
ing, and which were generally of a humorous 
characteE. They were so much superior to the 
newspaper writings of the period that they at- 
tracted great attention, and in spite of their local 
and temporary interest, were copied into the 
journals of other cities. Among those who were 
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struck by tlieir talent was Charies Broekden 
Brown, who was the first American that made 
literattife a profession, and who had already pul»- 
llehed fonr or five novels, remarkable berth for their 
extravagance and their power. He was a eoia- 
tribiltor to the periodicals of the day — such as 
they were-»-of which the best^ perhaps^ was Thi 
Mtmthty Maganine and American R^i^ter^ of 
which lie was the proprietor* It soon diedi 
and was followed by The Literary Magazine and 
Amerimn Register, of which he was also the 
proprietor, and it was in this latter capacity, 
rather than as the first American author^ that he 
visited Inring, and besought him to aid him in his 
new enterprise^ He was not successful, for* 
whatever may have been his inclinations^ " Mr. 
Jonathan Oklstyle" had not yet decided upon 
being an author. 

Irving's love of adventure, which had been 
stimulated by the reading of voyages and travels^ 
and which would have led him to follow a mari- 
time life, il he could have gratified his inclina- 
tions> e^^nded itself in long rambles about the 
rural neighborhoods of the city, which he knew 
by heart) and in more distant excursions into the 
country* He spent a holiday in Westchester 
Ckiunty in his fifteenth year, and explored the 
recesses of Sleepy HoUoW; and, m his seven- 
teenth year, made a voyage up the Hudson, the 
beauties of which, as Bryant has pointed out, he 
was the first to describe. He was greatly im- 
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ptiessed by.tfie sight of the Highlands, crowned 
with forestSp with eagles sailing and sqrean^ing 
around them, and unseeQ streams dashing down 
their precipices ; and wji^ fairly. bewitched by the 
Kaa^skiil Mountains. " Nev^r shall I forget/' he 
wf pte, " the effect upon mp of the first view of them 
predominating ovpr a. wide extent of country, 
part wild, wopdy, ajiid rugged, p£H$ spftened away 
into all tftegra^9,ea of. cultivation. As we slowly 
floj^itedj along, I lay on the declc, and. watched 
then^ thrpvgh a long supipaer'sday.; undergoing 
a thousand, mutations under the m.jfigical effects 
of atmosphere; sometimes seerning to. approach, 
at other. tin:Les to re<;ede; now almost melting 
into Jisizy. distance, now, burnishe:d^ by the setting 
sun, until, in, the evening, ,th^y printed them- 
selves, against th^ glowing slcy in.th^ de.ep purple 
of fan Italian, landscape." In his twentieth year 
he ma^e a* visit to Johnstown, the, residence of 
his eld^t sister, whicl^ he reached, in a wagon, 
af ^er. a_ voyage, by - sloop to Albany, This visit 
seen^. to have been ur^^^rtaken on account of his 
healthy for he:,w.a?. .troubled with a constant pa,in 
in .hisJ>rfjR.%t, and a. harassing cough at. night. " I 
have bejennn^vell alinost allthe time I haye been 
up hef e," he .wrote ,to a friend. " I am . too weak 
to take any exercise, and too low-spirited half 
the tinae to enjoy company." " Was that young 
Irving," asked Judge Kent of his brother-in-law, 
"who slept in the room next, to me, and kept 
up sttcb an . incessant cough during, the night ? " 
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" It was." *' He is not long for this world.** 
This lugubrious judgment of the great jurist was 
shared by the family of Irving, who determined 
to send him to Europe, The expense was mainly 
borne by his brother William, who told hito, 
speaking in behalf of his relatives, that one of 
their greatest sources of happiness was that for- 
tune put it in their power to add to the comfoft 
and happiness of one so dear to them. They acy 
cordingly secured a pass^e for him to Bordeaux 
for which he started on the 19th of May, 1804. 
" There's a chap," said the captain, " who Will 
go overboard before we get across." 

The first European visit of an American was a 
greater event seventy years ago than it is to-day. 
It was less common, at any rate, and was attended 
with dangers which no longer exist. What it 
was to Irving we gather from his letters, which 
may still be read with pleasure, though nothing 
like the pleasure they afforded his friends, who 
were more interested in his itinerary than it is 
possible for us to be. He reached Bordeaux after 
what the sailors call " a lady's voyage," much im- 
proved in health, and enough of a sailor to climb 
to the masthead, and go out on the main topsail 
yard. He remained at Bordeaux about six weeks, 
seeing what there was to see, and studying to im- 
prove himself in the language. From Bordeaux 
he proceeded to Marseilles by diligence, accom- 
panied by an eccentric American doctor, who 
pretended that Irving was an English prisoner, 
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whom a young French officer that was with 
them. had in custody, much to the regret of 
some girls at Tonneins, who pitied "le pauvre 
gar!gQn>" and his prospect of losing his head, and 
supplied him with a bottle of wine, for which 
they would not take any recompense. At Nismes 
he began to have misgivings about his passports, 
of vrhich he had two, neither accurate, his eyes 
being described as blu^ in one, and gray in the 
other. He had a great deal of trouble with his 
passportSi fiiist and la^ but he worried through 
it, with consideraible loss of temper, ^^d, after a 
detention at Nice, finally set sail in a felucca for 
Genoa. From Genoa, where he resided up- 
wards of two. months, he started for Messina, 
falling in with a privateer, or pirate, on the way, 
who frightened the captain and crew, and relieved 
them of about half their provisions, besides some 
of their furniture, and a watch and some clothes 
out of the trunks of the passengers. From 
Genoa he proceeded to Syracuse, where he ex- 
plored the celebrated Ear of Dionysius, and set 
out with a party for Catania, and thence to Pa* 
lermo, where he arrived at the latter end of the 
Carnival. He reached Naples on March 7, 1805, 
and after resting a few days, made a night ascent 
of Mount Vesuvius, where he had a tremendous 
view of the crater, that poured out a stream of red- 
hot lava, the sulphurous smoke of which stifled 
him, so much so, that but for the shifting of the 
wind he might have shared the fate of Pliny. 
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Twenty days la{:er he entered Rome by tlie.Lat- 

eiran Gate. Here he met a £e)low-cpuntrymaiH 
in the person of Washingtpn Alston, who was 

about four years his elder, whose taste for art had 
been awakened at Newport by his association with 
Malbone, the famous miniature painter, and who 
was already more than a painter of promise, "I 
do not think," Irying wrote years after, "that I 
have ever been more completely captivated on 
a firs^ acquaintance. He was of a light and 
graceful form, with large, blue, eyes, and black, 
silken hair, waving and curling round a pale, e;?- 
pressive countenance. Everything about him 
bespoke the man of intellect and r^nement. 
His conversation was copious, animated, and 
highly graphic, wanned by genial sensibility, and 
benevolence, and enlivened by chaste and gentle 
humor." 

Irving and Alston. fraternized, and spent the 
twenty-second birthday of theiormer in, seeing 
some of the finest collections of paintings in 
Rome, the painter teaching the traveller how to . 
visit them to the most advantage, leading him al- 
ways to the masterpieces, and passing the others 
without notice. They rambled in company 
around the Eternal City and, its environs* and 
Irving contrasted their different pursuits and 
prospects, favoring as he did so those of Alston, 
who was to reside amid. the. delightful scenes 
among which th^y were, surrounded by, famous 
works, of art ar^d. classiq ajid historic mon^Ur 
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ments, and by nien; of congenial tastes, while he 
i^rtas Vi returh home to the dry study of the law, 
for Whfch hfe had no relish, and, as he feared, no 
t^leiit. " Why tillght I not remstin here, arid be 
a painter ? " he thought, and he mentioned the 
idfea to fii^ fribnd, who caught at it with eager- 
ness. TEey would take an apartment together, 
anrd he i^dtrld givfe him all the instruction and 
assistance in his poWen But it was not to be ; 
their lots in life were differently cast. So Irving 
resigned the tfansieflt, but delightful, prospect of 
becoming H paint8r. During his sojourn in Rome 
h^ attended the conversaziones of Torlonia, the 
bfitnker, who treated him with great distinction, 
dtid, dalliiig him aside when he came to make his 
adietf, asked him, m French, if he was not a rela- 
tive of General Washington ? He was also intro- 
duced to the Barofi de Humboldt, Minister of 
Prussia to the Court of Rome, and brother to 
th6 celebrated tfaVetler and savant, and to Madam 
de Sts^l, who astdilnded him by the amazing flow 
of her iSonviersatioh, arid the multitude of ques- 
tions with Which sh6 plied hirii. 

Irving started for Paris oii the tith of April, 
and teslched it on the 24th of May. His stay in 
PislriSi which extended over four months, Was a 
round of sight-seeing arid amusement. One 
night h6 went to the Theatre Montansier, where 
the acting nirais humorous, but rather gross ; an- 
other night he Went to the Imperial Academy of 
Music, \^hefe he saw the opera of " Alceste " ; a 
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third night he went to the theatre of Jeunes 
Artistes, where boys acted plays ; and a fourth to 
the theatre of Port St, Martin. He made the 
acquaintance at this time of another American 
painter, Vanderlyn, a man of genius, in whom he 
was much interested, and who made a sketch of 
him in crayons. His mentdl improvement was 
not neglected in the gay capital, for he bought a 
botanical dictionary, and took two months' tui- 
tion in French. 

Irving arrived in London on the 8th of Octo* 
ber, after a tour through the Netherlands. He 
found lodgings to his liking in Norfolk Street, 
Strand, not far from the city, and being in the 
vicinity of the theatres, he devoted most of his 
evenings to visiting them. Three great actors 
were then playing — John Kemble, Cooke, and 
Mrs. Siddons, and in his correspondence with his 
brother William he described the impression they 
made on him. Kemble was a very studied actor, 
he thought. His performances were correct and 
highly-finished paintings, but much labored. He 
never led the spectators to forget him in "Othello," 
it was Kemble they saw throughout, not the jeal- 
ous Moor. He was cold, artificial, and unequal, 
and he wanted mellowness in the tender scenes. 
He was fine in passages when he played " Jaffier," 
but great only in Zanga, whom, for the moment, 
he fancied himself. Cooke was next to him, 
though rather confined in his range. His lago 
was admirable; his Richard, he was told, was 
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equally good ; and in Sir Pertioax Mc Sycophant 
he left nothing to be desired. But Mrs. Siddons— 
if he wrote what he thought of her, his praises 
would bethought e:}^aggerated« " Her looks* her 
voice, her gestures delighted me. She penetrated 
in a moai^ent to my heart. She froze and melted it 
by turns. A glance of her eye» a start* an excla- 
matiqni thrilled through piy very frame. The 
more I see her, the. more I admire her. I hardly 
breathe while she in on the stage. She works 
up my feelings till I am like a mere child." 

Irving set out from Gravesend on the i8th of 
January, i8q6» and reached New York after a 
stormy passage of sixty-four days. He had contra* 
dieted the prophecy of the captain with whom he 
originally sailed — ^that he would go overboard be- 
fore he got across; and of Judge Kent, who de- 
clared he was not long for this world. He re- 
turned in good health, and resumed his legal 
studies,which were advanced enough to enable him 
to pass an examination in the ensuing Novem- 
ber, which ended in his admission to the bar. He 
entered the office of his brother John, at No. 3 
Wall Street, and while waiting for clients who 
never came, he turned his attention to literature 
more seriously than he had ever done before. 
There was more room in it than in the over- 
crowded profession of the law; so much room, 
indeed, that a young man of his talents might do 
almost anything that he chose. There was no 
fear of competitors, at any rate * for authorship, 
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as a craft, had no followers, except Charles Brock-- 
den Brown, who was still editing the Literary 
Magazine^ and perhaps John Dennie, whose rep- 
utation, such as it was, rested on his Lay Preacher, 
and who was editing the Port FoUo. The few 
poets of which America boasted were silent. 
Trumbull, the author of " McFingal,** which was 
published the year before Irving's birth, Was a 
Judge of the Superior Court; Dwight, whose 
" Conquest of Canaan " was published three years 
later, was merely the President of Yale College ; 
Barlow, whose "Vision of Columbus" wks 
published two years later still, and who had re- 
turned to this country after shining abroad as a 
diplomatist, was living in splendor on the banks 
of the Potomac, and brooding over that unread- 
able poem which he expanded into the epic of 
** The Columbiad " ; and Freneau, by all odds the 
best of our earlier versifiers, who had published 
a collection of his elfuslbns in I795, had aban- 
doned the Muses, arid was sailing a sloop between 
Savannah, Charleston, and the West Indies. 
Pierpont, who was two years younger than Irving, 
was a private tutor in South Carolina ; Dana was 
a student at Harvard, and Bryant, a yoiith of 
twelve, at Cummington, was scribbling juvenile 
poems, which were being published in a news- 
paper at Northampton. 

The library of Irving's father was rich in Eliza- 
bethan writers, among whom Chaucer and Spen- 
ser Were his early favorites, and it contained 
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the cla^Icaof the eighteenth century, in verse 
an4 prpse, nqt forgetting the Spectator ^nd Tat^ 
ler and Rambler, and the works of the ingenious 
Dr. Goldsmith. Everybody who read fiction was 
familiar with the novels of Fielding and Smol- 
lett, and lovers of political literature were 
familiar with the speeches of Burke and the 
letters, of, Junius. Everybody read (or could 
rend) the poetical works, of Cowper and Burns, 
Campbell's "Pleasures of Hope," and Scott's 
"Lay of. the Last Minstrel," and whatever else 
in the shape of verse American publishers 
thought at worth their while to reprint for them; 
foe. thep, as now, they wore willing to enlighten 
their countrymen at the expense of British 
authors. 

Equipped with a liberal education, which he 
had imbibed from. English literature, and with 
the practice which he had gained in writing for 
the paper of his brothe;r. Peter, which was dis- 
continued shortly before , his return to America, 
Irving cast about for a field of authorship in 
which he. might saf^y venture. His inclination 
was^ toward the writing of essays, in which he 
had had considerable experience, and the taste 
of his friend Paulding, who was still living 
under the roof of his brother William, was in 
the same direction. They put their heads to- 
gether, and sketched out a plan of publication, 
ia which they might have their fiing at men and 
thin^, and which should come out in numbers 
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whenever it suited their pleasure and conven- 
ience. The title that they selected was *• Salma- 
gundi/' which is derived from the French word 
salmigondiSt which is made up of two Latin 
words salgama and condtia, signifying preserved 
pickles. Johnson defines the word as "a mixture 
of chopped meat and pickled herring with oil, 
vinegar, pepper, and onions," which, no doubt, is 
an appetizing dish when one has become accus^ 
tomed to it. Irving and Paulding were joined 
by William Irving, and the three resolved them- 
selves into what the Spaniards call a junta, — i.-e, 
Launcelot Langstaff , Anthony Evergreen, and 
William Wizard. The first number of " Salma- 
gundi " was issued on January 24th, 1807, the 
last on January 25th, 1808, the twenty numbers 
of which it consisted 'covering just the true-love 
epoch of the old ballads, " A twelvemonth and 
a day." The time, which was ripe for almost 
anything in the shape of American literature, 
was so propitious for a periodical of this kind, 
that the success of the first number was decisivci 
There was no home literature then to speak of, 
as I have already hinted, and the city in which 
this bright venture appeared was a mere town 
compared with the Babel of to-day, scarcely 
numbering 80,000 inhabitants. It was not difficult 
to make a sensation in a place of that size, in a 
barren literary period, and •* Salmagundi " cer- 
tainly made a great one. Everybody talked 
about it, and wondered who its writers could 
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be, and notody was much the wiser for his 
wondeftnent, for the secret was well kept. It 
would be idle now to attempt to distinguish the 
share of the different writers, for» as Paulding 
wrote afterward* in the uniform edition of his 
works, in which it was included, *' The thoughts 
of the authors were often so mingled togethei in 
these essays, and they were so literally joint pio- 
ductions, that it would be difficult as well as use« 
less to assign each his exact share." 

Authors^ there were none m New York, with 
the exception of the authors of " Salmagundi," 
though there was no lack of writers, so called, 
among whom figured Samuel Latham Mitch ill, 
practicer in physic (like Johnson's friend Levett), 
lawyer and retired Indian commissioner, member 
of Congress, and of various learned societies, 
and editor of the Medical Repository, This gen- 
tleman, who wrote largely, and was a butt to the 
wits of the day, had lately published a " Picture 
of New York," which, if not funny itself, was a 
source of fun to others, particularly to Irving 
and his brother Peter, who determined to bur- 
lesque it. With this object in view they made 
many notes, and not to be behind its erudite 
author, who began his work with an account of 
the aborigines, they began theirs with the 
creation of the world. Started shortly after the 
publication of " Salmagundi," it proceeded slowly 
and with many interruptions, until the following 
January, when Peter Irving departed for Liver- 
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pool on urgent business. Left to himself, His 
forsaken collabbrateiir changed £he Wholie plan of 
the woilc, condensing the great mass of notes 
which they had accumulated into five introduc- 
tory chapters, and coraihehcing at a considerably 
later period, the new Genesis being the dynasty 
of the Dutch in New York. Laid aside for a 
time, he resumed it in the summer, at a country 
house, at Raveriswbod, near Hellgiate,whitherhe 
had retired in order to prepare it for the press. 
A stupendous hoax, it was launched with a series 
of small hoaxes, the first of which appeared in 
the Evening Post of October 25th, 1809, in the 
shape of a paragraph narrating the disajipearance 
from his lodging of a small elderly gentleman, 
by the name of Knickerbocker. He was stated- 
to be dressed in an old black coat and a cocked hat, 
and it was intimated that there were some 
reasons for believing that he was not in his right 
mind. Great anxiety was felt, and any informa- 
tion concerning him would be thankfully re- 
ceived at the Columbian Hotel, Mulberry street, 
or at the office of the paper. This feeler was fol- 
lowed in a week or two by a communication 
from " A Traveller," who professed to have seen 
him some weeks before by the side of the road, 
a little above Kingsbridge. " He had in his hands 
a small bundle, tied in a red bandanna handker- 
chief ; he appeared to be travelling northward, 
and was very much fatigued and exhausted." 
Ten days later (November 6th), Mr. Seth Han- 
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dasidei landlord of the Ind<:pendent Columbian 
Hotel, inserted a card in the $ame paper, in 
which he declared that there had been found in 
thq rop^ of the missing man, Mr. Diedrich 
Knickerbocker, a curioidskind of ck written book, in 
his own handwriting; an4 he wished the editor 
cO notify him, if he was alive, that if he did not 
r^tui:n ^d pay off his biU for board, he would 
have to dispose of his book to satisfy him for 
the same. The bait took, so much so that one 
of the city authorities actually waited upon 
Irying's brother, John, and consulted him on 
the propriety of offering a reward for the mythi- 
cal Diedrich ! 
,.. . 

To these "puffs preliminary" was add^d the 
precaution of having the manuscript set up in 
Phila,delphia, which lessened the danger of the 
real character of the work b^ ing discovered be- 
fore its appearance. 

The " History of New York," which was pub- 
lished in this city on the 6th of December, 1809, 
was a success, in more ways than one. Its whim 
and satire a^iused the lovers of wit and humor, 
apd its irreverence towards the early Dutch set- 
tlers of the State annoyed and angered their 
descendants. Between these two classes of read- 
ers it was much talked about, and largely circula- 
ted. The Monthly Anthology, the forerunner of 
the North American Review , pronounced it the 
wittiest book our press had ever produced ; and 
Scott, to whom a copy of the second edition was 
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sent by Irving's friend, Henry Brevort, and upon 
whom, from his ignorance of American- parties 
and politics, much of its concealed satire was 
lost, owned, that looking at its simple and 
obvious meaning only, he had never read any- 
thing so closely resembling the style of Dean 
Swift as the annals of Diedrich Knickerbocker. 
Bryant, who was a youth at college when it came 
out, committed a portion of it to memory to re- 
peat as a declamation before his class, but was 
so overcome with laughter when he appeared on 
the fioor, that he was unable to proceed, and 
drew upon himself the rebuke of his tutor. 
Fifty years later, when he delivered a discoiirse 
on the life, character, and genius of Irving, his 
admiration had not subsided. "When I com- 
pare it with other works of wit and humor of a 
similar length," he said, "I find that, unlike most 
of them, it carries the reader to the conclusion 
without weariness or satiety, so unsought, spon- 
taneous, self-suggested are the wit and the 
humor. The author makes us laugh, because he 
can no more help it than we can help laughing.*' 
He refers to the opinion of Scott, already quoted, 
and remarks that the rich vein of Irving was of 
a quality quite distinct from the dry drollery of 
Swift, and he detects the influence of his read- 
ing. " I find in this work more traces than in his 
other writings, of what Irving owed to the 
earlier authors in our language. The quaint 
poetic coloring, and often the phraseology, be- 
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tray the disciple of Chaucer and Spenser. 
We are conscious of a &LVor of the olden time, 
as ol a racjr wine of some rich vintage — 

*' Cooled a long age in the deep-delvM earth.' 

I will not say that there are no passages in this 
work which are not worthy of their context; 
that we do not sometimes meet with phraseology 
which we could wish changed; that the wit 
does not sometimes run wild, and drop here and 
there a jest which we could willingly spare. We 
forgive, we overlook, we fcwget all this as we 
read, in consideration of the entertainment we 
have enjoyed, and of that which beckons us for- 
ward in the next page. Of all mock-heroic 
works, Knickerbocker's 'History of New York* 
is the gayest, the airiest, and the least tiresome." 
Irving's next literary labor was the editorship 
of a monthly publication, which had been estab- 
lished in Philadelphia, and which, from its title. 
Select Reviews^ would appear to have been of an 
eclectic character. Its name was changed to the 
AncUectic Magazine during his management, 
which extended through the years 1813 and 18 14, 
and it bade fair to be successful, until its propn« 
etor was ruined by the failure of the New York 
publishers of "Saimagundi." Irving's contribu- 
tions to this dead and gone old periodical con- 
sisted of critical notices of new works by En- 
glish and American authors ; among others one 
by his friend Paulding, who had dropped into 
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poetry \vith a " Lay of the Scottish Fiddle "; of a 
series of biographies of the naval heroes of our 
second war with England; and of a revised 
and enlarged memoir of the poet Campbell, 
which he had written at the request of his 
brother a year or two before, to accompany a^ 
American edition of his poetical works. Irving 
signed oS. what was owing to him, and peace 
with England being declared shortly after, he 
departed for Europe for the second time on the 
25th of May, 1815. He was a partner in a mer- 
cantile houa,e, which his breathers Peter and 
Ebenezer had started, in Liverpool, and it was 
quite as much to assist the formei^, who was in 
ill-health, as to divert himself, that he undertook 
the journey. He remained at Liyerpool for some 
time, examining the affairs of " P. & E. Irving & 
Co.," which hsid fallen into confusion on account 
of the sickness of his brother and the death of 
his principal clerk, mastering details, and learn- 
ing book-keeping, in order to straighten out 
their books. The business of the Irving brothers 
ended in failure, owing to a variety of causes, 
which there is no occasion to specify now, and 
the literary member of the firm turned his at- 
tention again to the only business for which he 
wag really fitted. He had renewed his acquaint- 
. ance with Alston, who was now residing in Lon- 
don, and had met Leslie, the artist, both of whom 
were making designs for a new edition of his 
" History of New York." 



\ 
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The isunimer of 1817 found Irving in London, 
whertce hie paid a visit to Sydenham to Camp- 
bell, who was siramerfrig 6ver his "Specimens 
of the English T*oets," arid where he dined with 
Murray, the bookseller, who showed him along 
letter from 'Byron, who was in Italy, and was 
engaged on the fourth canto of **Childe Harold," 
and Who had 'told him "that he was much hap- 
pifer after breaking with Lady Byron — he hated 
this still, qliiet life." From London he proceeded 
to Eciihbtirgh, whence he walked out to a man- 
sion, which hid be^n taken by Jeffrey, with whom 
he" dined, after Whidh he rattled off by the mail 
coach to Selkirk, and by chaise to Melrose. On 
his way to the latter place he stopped at the gate 
at AbbOtsford, arid sent in his letter of introduc- 
tion to Scott. The glorious old minstrel him- 
self came hobbling to the gate, and took him by 
the hand "in a way that nvade him feel as if they 
wfcfe old friends ; in a moment he was seated at 
his hospitafble board ainong his charming family. 
He passed tWo days at Abbotsford, rambling 
about the liills with his hrtst, and visiting the 
haunts 6f Thomas the Rhymer, and other spots 
rendered classic by bdrder tale and song, in a 
kind of <iream. He was delighted with the char- 
acter and Planners of the great m$in, and it whs 
a constant isource of pleasure to him to watch 
his deportment toward his family, his neigh- 
"bors, his ddmestics, his very dogs and cats. " It 
is a perfect picture to see Scott and his house- 
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hold assembled of an evening — the dogs 
stretched before the fire, the cat perched on a 
chair, Mrs. Scott and the girls sewing, and Scott 
either reading out of some old romance, or tell- 
ing border stories. Our amusements were oc- 
casionally diversified by a border song from 
Sophia, who is as well versed in border min- 
strelsy as her father." This pilgrimage to Ab- 
botsford, which is described at length in the fifth 
volume of Lockhart's "Life of Scott," was 
brought about by Campbell. "When you see 
Tom Campbell," Scott wrote to one of his 
friends, " tell him, with my best love, that I have 
to thank him for making me known to Mr. 
Washington Irving, who is one of the best and 
pleasantest acquaintances I have made this many 
a day." 

The house of the Irving brothers succeeded so 
ill in England that the two resident partners 
Peter and Washington, finally made up their 
minds to go into bankruptcy. The necessary 
proceedings occupied some months, during 
which time the latter shut himself up from- 
society, and studied German day and night, partly 
in the hope that it would be some service 
to him, and partly to keep off uncomfortable 
thoughts. His brother William, who was in 
Congress, had exerted himself to have him made 
Secretary of Legation at the Court of St. James, 
but in vain ; and his friend, Commodore Decatur, 
had kept a place for him in the Navy Board, the 
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salary ojf which would enable him to live in 
Washington like a prince. He concluded not to 
accept it, however, greatly to the chagrin of his 
brothers, but to remain abroad, and battle with 
fortune on his own account. So he went up to 
London again in the summer of 1818, to see if 
' he could not live by his pen. 

Nearly nine years had elapsed since the pub- 
lication of the " History of New York," and with 
the exception of his reviews and biographies in 
the Analectic Magazine^ he had written nothing. 
His mercantile connection with his brothers had 
proved disastrous to them as well as to himself, 
and he was now dependent on his own exertions. 
If there is anything in experience that fits one 
for literatjire, he was better fitted for it than ever 
before. He had passed through troubles which 
had deepened his knowledge of life, having lost 
his father, who died shortly before the completion 
of "Salmagundi," and his mother, who died 
about ten years later, and whose death was 
still fresh in his memory. Between these two 
sorrows came the tragedy which darkened his 
young manhood, and was never forgotten — the 

death of Matilda Hoffman, the young lady to 
whom he was attached, who closed her brief ex- 
istence at the age of eighteen, while he was com- 
posing the amusing annals of Mr. Diedrich 
Knickerbocker. He was a bold American who 
would dare to attempt at that time to live by 
authorship in his own country, which had known 
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but one professional author, Charles Brockden 
Brown, who had died about eight years before, 
at the early £^e of thirty-nine ; but he was a 
bolder American who would dare to attempt the 
same hazardous feat in England. Such a man 
was Irving, who settled down in London in his 
thirty-sixth year, to see if he could earn his 
living by his pen. His capital was the practice 
he already possessed, and some unfinished 
sketches, upon which he had been engaged, pre- 
cisely wh^n, or where, we are not told. He set 
to work on thfese sketches, with the intention of 
issuing them in numbers as a periodical publica- 
tion, and when he had finished enough to make 
the first number he dispatched the manuscript 
across the Atlantic to his brother Ebenezer, in Feb- 
ruary, 1 819. It was put to press under the title 
"The Sketch-Book of Geoffrey Crayon," and 
published in May, simultaneously in New York, 
Boston, Philadelphia and Baltimore. It con- 
tained six papers, or sketches, of which the per- 
ennial Rip Van Winkle soon became a general 
favorite. There was an immediate demand for 
" The Sketch-Book," for as one of Irving's critics 
observed, the lienor of our national literature 
was so associated with his name, that the pride 
as well as the better feelings of his countrymen 
were interested in accumulating the gifts of his 
genius. He was congratulated on resuming the 
pen, m the A/ialecii'c, by his friend Gulian C. 
Vcrplanck (who, by the way, had not taken kindly 
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to his Knickerbocker), who saw in every page his 
rich, and sometimes extravagant humor, his gay 
and graceful fancy, his peculiar choice and 
felicity of original expression, as well as the 
pure and fine moral feeling which imperceptibly 
pervaded every thought and image. The second 
number, which was finished before the publica- 
tion of the first, was enriched by the exquisite 
paper on, Rural Life in England, and the pathetic 
story of The Broken Heart. Mr, Richard Henry 
Dana wrote of the former, in the North American 
Review, that it left its readers as restored and 
cheerful as if they had been passing an hour 
or two in the very fields and woods themselves ; 
and that his scenery was so true, so full of, little 
beautiful particulars, and so varied, and yet so 
connected in character, that the distant was 
brought nigh, and the whole was seen and felt 
like a delightful reality. A copy of this number 
was placed by one of Irving's friends in the hands 
of William Godwin, the famous author of " Caleb 
Williams," who found everywhere in it the marks 
of a mind of the utmost elegance and refinement 

(^a thing, you know, that he was not exactly pre- 
pared to look for in an American), and he was 

pleased to say that he scarcely knew an English- 
man who could have written it. Another English- 
man was of the same gracioas opinion as this 
illustrious novelist — Mr. William Jerdan, the ed- 
itor of the London Literary Gazette, who began to 
reprint the first number of " The Sketch- Book *' in 
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his periodical, which was somehow regarded as 
an authority in literature. A copy of the third 
number, which was published in America in Sep- 
tember, reached England, and came into the 
possession of a London publisher, who was con- 
sidering the propriety of bringing out the 
whole work. This determined Irving to revise 
the numbers that he had already published, that 
they might, at least, come before the English 
public correctly, and he accordingly took them 
to Murray, with whom he left them for examina- 
tion, stating that he had materials on hand for 
a second volume. The great man declined to 
engage in their publication, because he did not see 
" that scope in the nature of it to make satisfao- 
tory accounts " between them ; but he offered to 
do what he could to promote their circulation, and 
was ready to attend to any future plan of his. 
Irving then bethought himself of Scott, to whom 
he sent the printed numbers, with a letter, in 
which he observed that a reverse had taken place 
in his affairs since he had the pleasure of en- 
joying his hospitality, which made the exercise 
of his pen important to him. He soon received 
a reply from Scott, who spoke very highly of his 
talents, and offered him the editorship of an 
Anti-Jacobin periodical, which had been pro- 
jected at Edinburgh, the salary of which would 
be ;£5oo a year certain, with the reasonable pros- 
pect of further advantages. When the parcel 
reached him, as it did at Edinburgh, he added. 
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in a postscript, " I am just here, and have glanced 
over the Sketch-Book.; it is positively beautiful, 
and increases my desire to crimp you if possible." 
Irving immediately declined the editorship pro- 
posed to him, feeling peculiarly unfitted for the 
post, and being as useless for regular service as 
one of his country Indians or a Don Cossack. 
Having by this time concluded to print the book 
at his own risk, he found no difficulty in finding 
a publisher, who was unlucky enough to fail just 
as it was getting into fair circulation. Scott 
came up to London at this juncture, for the pur- 
pose of receiving his baronetcy, and he called 
upon Murray, who now saw "that scope in the 
nature " of the Sketch-Book whi<:h it had lacked 
before, and who printed an edition of the first 
volume, and put the- second volume to press, 
and so became Irvirfg's publisher. 

The " Sketch-Book " put four hundred pounds 
in the pocket of Irving> and made him famous. 
Jeffrey wrote of it in the Edinburgh Review, 
that he had seldom seen a work that gave him 
a more pleasing impression of the- writer's char- 
acter, or a more favorable one of his judgment 
and taste ; Lockhart declared in Blackwood that 
" Mr. Washington Irving is one of our first favor- 
ites among the English writers of this age, and 
he is not a bit the less so for being bom in 
America;" and Mrs. Siddons gave it the seal of 
her authority, and intimidated Irving, when he 
was introduced to her, by saying, in her most 
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tragic way, "You've made me weep,** Byron, 
who read all the new works of the time with 
avidity, wrote to his and Irving's publisher, Mur- 
ray, " Crayon is very good ;" and shortly before 
his death waxed eloquent in his praise to a young 
American, who had called upon him, and who, 
at his request, had brought him a copy of the 
*• Sketch-Book." " I handed it to him, when, seiz- 
ing it with enthusiasm, he turned to the ' Broken 
Heart.' 'That,' said he, 'is one of the finest 
things ever written on earth, and I want to 
hear an American read it. But stay — do you 
know Irving ? ' I replied that I had never seen 
him. ' God bless him ! * exclaimed Byron : * He 
is a genius ; and he has something better than 
genius — a heart. I wish I could see him, but I 
fear I never shall. Well, read the "Broken 
Heart"— yes, the " Broken Heart." What a word ! ' 
In closing the first paragraph, I said, 'Shall I 
confess it ? I do believe in broken hearts.' • Yes,' 
exclaimed Byron, 'and so do I, and so does 
everybody but philosophers and fools ? ' While 
I was reading one of the most touching portions 
of that mournful piece, I observed that Byron 
wept. He tunied his eyes upon me, and said, 
'You see me weep, sir. Irving himself never 
wrote that story without weeping; nor can I hear 
it without tears. I have not wept much in this 
world, for trouble never brings tears to my eyes, 
but I always have tears for the " Broken Heart." ' 
He concluded by praising the verses of Moore at 
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the end of the story, ancl asking if there were 
many such men as Irving in America? 'God 
dpn't send many such spirits into this world.' " 

The lives of authors are not often interesting, 
apart from the light which they shed upon 
their writings, and the life of Irving was not, I 
think, an exception to the rule. What it was 
hitherto we have seen, and what it was hereafter 
I shall show, though not in its details, which 
were neither striking nor important. Five years 
had now elapsed since he left America, and 
twelve more years were to elapse before he re- 
turned to it. He had published his third book, 
and had made a name for himself in England ; 
in other words, he had found his true vocation, 
and it would be his own fault if he did not 
pursue it with honor and profit. The summer 
of 1820 found him in Paris with his brother 
Peter, and before the close of the year he had 
made the acquaintance of Moore, the poet, who 
was sporting in exile in France, while his friends 
were trying to settle a claim which the English 
Government had against him, on account of the 
defalcation of the deputy who had filled, in his 
place, the office of Registrar of the Admiralty 
Court of Bermuda, to which he had been appoint 
ed about seventeen years before. Moore jotted 
down in his Diary that they met at the table 
d*hStet at Meurice's (the most expensive hotel in 
Paris), and that the successful author was "a 
good-looking and intelligent-mannered man." 



43 LIFE OF IB VINO. 

Seven days later they met at Moore's cottage in 
the Champs Elys^es, and scarcely a day passed 
without their seeing each other, Moore was 
trying to work, now on his Life of Sheridan, and 
now on an Egyptian romance, but it was the 
merest pretence, as his Diary bears witness ; for 
he notes, in one entry, that he had been no less 
than five weeks in writing one hundred and 
ninety-two lines of verse ; and in another, when 
he thought he had been more industrious, that 
he had written nearly fifty lines in a week. The 
fertility of Irving, who wrote with ease, when he 
could write at all, astonished him. "Irving 
called near dinner time," he wrote on March 
19th, 1821 ; " asked him to stay and share our 
roast chicken with us, which he did. He has 
been hard at work writing lately ; in the course 
of ten days he has written about one hundred 
and thirty pages of the size of those in the 'Sketch- 
Book ;' this is amazing rapidity." 

Another writer was in exile in France at this 
time, a fellow townsman of Irving, John Howard 
Payne, who had taken the critics of New York 
by storm when he played Young Norval at the 
Park Theatre ; who had gone to England about 
two years before Irving, where he became a 
dramatic author, with some success, and a 
manager, with none at all; and who is now 
chiefly remembered by the song of "Home, 
Sweet Home." London growing too small for him, 
he escaped to Paris, where Irving breakfasted 
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with him, after which they paid a visit to Talma 

together. 

A whim for travelling, which frequently seized 

him, sent Irving back to London in the summer 

of 1 82 1, with no definite object in view, unless it 

was to see his friends, and the approaching 

coronation of George the Fourth. He was 

fortunate enough to witness the procession from 

a stand on the outside of Westminster Abbey, 

and to meet with Scott, who told him that he 

should have seen it from within the Abbey, 

which he might easily have done, as his name 

would have got him in anywhere. He brought 

over with him a petite comedy of Payne's, with 

the ominous title of " The Borrower," and made 

a fruitless attempt to have it produced on the 

stage. He also brought over the manuscript of 

a new book, his speed in writing which had so 

amazed Moore, and worked upon it when he was 

in the humor. When it was finished, which was 

not until the following winter, he was waited 
upon by Colburn, the publisher, with a letter of 

introduction from Campbell, and an offer of a 
thousand guineas. He was not inclined to leave 
Murray, who had treated him very handsomely, 
and was anxious to publish another book for 
him. Irving named the price he wished — fifeeeii 
hundred guineas, which rather staggered the 
prince of booksellers. " If you had said a thou- 
sand guineas," he began. " You shall have it for 
a thousand guineas," replied Irving, and the 
bai^ain was completed. 
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Concerning Irving's fourth book, " Bracebridge 
Hall," which was published in England and 
America in May, 1832, critical opinions differed. 
The North American Review for July, speaking 
in the person of Mr. Edward Everett, its editor, 
had no hesitation in pronouncing it equal to any- 
thing which the then age of English literature 
had produced in the department of essay- 
writing, and praised it for its admirable sketches 
of life and manners, highly curious in them- 
selves, and rendered almost important by the 
good-natured mock gravity, the ironical rever- 
ence, and lively wit with which they were de- 
scribed. Jeffrey recognized the singular sweet- 
ness of the composition, and the mildness of the 
sentiments, but thought the rhythm and melody 
of the sentences excessive, in that they wore an 
air of mannerism, and created an impression of 
the labor that must have been bestowed upon 
what was but a secondary attribute of good 
writing. 

Wearied by his London life, Irving started on 
a tour on the Continent, which lasted about a 
month, and which finally brought up at Paris. 
He was not in trim for composition when he 
settled down again, but was haunted by the 
dread of future failure, a kind of nervous horror 
which frequently overpowered him. His poetic 
friend, Moore, had returned to England, where 
he had been delivered of his "Loves of the 
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Angels," but his dramatic friend, Payne, was still 
an exile in Paris, and was the tenant of two 
residences, one of which, in the Rue Richelieu, 
he rented to Irvfng. He succeeded in persuad- 
ing Irving to join him in his dramatic under- 
takings, one of which, already far advanced, 
was "Lajeunesse de Richelieu,'* a French p^ay, 
which had been acted about thirty years bcf(jrc. 
They were to jiivide the profits, if there were 
any, and Irving's share in the projected manufac- 
tures was to be kept secret. They must have 
worked with great rapidity, for in addition to 
the play just mentioned they completed a trans- 
lation of another, entitled " Azendai," which was 
intended to be set to music ; besides two others, 
" Belles and Bailiffs," and " Married and Single," 
not forgetting " Abul Hassan," a German opera, 
which Irving had done into English at Dresden. 
Laden with these productions, Payne set off pri- 
vately for London, from which he was debarred by 
his creditors, and put himself in communication 
with Charles Kemble. While he was under- 
going the delay incident to acceptance or rejec- 
tion, Irving transmitted to him the manuscript 
of "Charles II., or the Merry Monarch " a three 
act comedy, from the French of " La Jeunesse de 
Henri V.," of which, as far as I can understand, 
he was nearly, if not quite, the sole author, or 
adapter. It was sold by Payne to Covent Garden 
Theatre for two hundred guineas, together with 
*' La Jeunesse de Richelieu," and was produced 
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in the following spring (May, 1824) with great 
success. " La Jeunesse de Richelieu " was pro- 
duced nearly two years later, and withdrawn 
after a few nights. 

Literary activity returned to Irving during this 
curious dramatic episode in his career, stimula- 
ted, no doubt, by a letter from Murray, who 
asked him what he might expect from him in 
the course of the winter. He replied that he 
should probably have two more volumes of the 
" Sketch-Book " ready by spring, and began to 
write the story of Wolfert Webber, which he 
soon laid aside. His journal chronicles the 
progress of his labor, which proceeded at a rapid 
rate, in spite of his dinings out, hastened, per- 
haps, by the title which he found for his new 
work, "Tales of a Traveller," and by Murray's 
offering twelve hundred guineas for it, without 
seeing the manuscript. When it was finished 
he took it over to London, where he met Murray, 
"who behaved like a gentleman,'* /. ^., gave him 
fifteen hundred guineas for it, as well as several 
celebrities, including William Spencer, Proctor, 
Rogers, and Moore, the last of whom went with 
him to Bowood, the seat of Lord Lansdowne; 
He was not brilliant as a conversationist at this 
time, whatever he may have been later, for 
Moore notes in his Diary that at two dinners 
which he mentions, he was sleepy, and did not 
open his mouth, and adds, curtly, " Not strong as 
a lion, but delightful as a domestic animal." 



1 
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. The "Tales of a Traveller " appeared in two 
volomes in England, and in America in four 
parts. It sold well in the former country ; but it 
can hardly be said to have been a literary suc- 
cess in either, especially in the latter, where the 
press were hostile to it. Wilson, speaking 
through the mouth of Timothy Tickler, in 
Blackwood, said, " I have been terribly disap- 
pointed in the ' Tales of a Traveller ; ' " and the 
reviewer of the London Quarterly, though he 
praises the story of Buckthorne, from which he 
thought it probable that he might, as a novelist, 
prove no contemptible rival to Goldsmith, warns 
him that he must in future be true to his own 
reputation throughout, and correct the habits 
of indolence, which so considerable a part of the 
work evince. 
Irving's next intellectual labor after his return 

to France, was the planning of a series of papers, 
the proper execution of which demanded, I 
think, a weightier pen than he possessed, con- 
sisting, as it did, of serious essays upon American 
Manners, National Life, Public Prosperity, 
Probity of Dealings, Education of Youth, and 
such like grave and momentous problems. He 
was interrupted in the writing by a letter from 
Mr. Alexander H. Everett, Minister Plenipoten- 
tiary of the United States at Madrid, whom he 
had previously met at Paris, and who had, at his 
request, attached him to the embassy. This 
letter contained his passport, and a proposition 
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from Mr. Everett that he should translate Nayar- 
rete's " Voyages of Columbus," which was then 
in the press. It was compiled by this accom*- 
plished scholar from the papers of Columbus, 
as preserved by the/famous Bishop Las Caaas, 
and of extracts from his journal ; and it con- 
tained, as Irving found shortly after his arrival 
at Madrid, many documents hitherto unknown, 
which threw additional light on the discovery of 
the New World ; but was defective as a whole 
(at any rate for his purpose), in that it was rather 
a rich mass for history, than history itself. He 
abandoned, therefore, the idea of translating it, 
and began to institute fresh researches on. his 
own account, examining manuscripts, and taking 
voluminous notes for a regular Life of the great 
navigator. / 

Irving commenced his task in February, 1826, 
and labored upon it unceasingly for six months, 
sometimes writing all day, and until twelve at 
night. His attention was diverted from (it in 
August by the " Conquest of Granada," which so 
interested him that he devoted himself to It till 
November, when he threw aside the rough draft, 
and returned to his greater work, which wa4 not 
ready for the press until July of the following 
year. Leslie had sounded Murray about the letter 
before it was begun, but the wily publisher fought 
shy at first. " He would gladly," he says, " re- 
ceive anything from you of original matter, 
which he considers certain of success, whatever 
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it migfet be ; but with regard to the Voyages of 
Columbus, he can not form any opinion at 
present/' When the manuscript was finished 
Irving sent it to England, to the care of his 
friend. Colonel Aspinwall, American Consul at 
London, whom he made hi« agent in the dis- 
pc»al-of it, and wrote a letter to Murray, in 
which he stated the sum he wanted for it — three 
thousand guineas ; but also stated that he would 
bo willii^ to fmblish on shares. Colonel As- 
piivwcdl played his cards so well that Murray con- 
cluded not to publish it On shares, but to pay the 
three thousand guineasout and out. The manu- 
' script was shown to Southey, who pronounced 
tae most unqualified praise of it, both as to 
matter and manner; and Murray himself said 
it was beautiful, beautiful — ^the best thing thai 
Irvifig had ever written. 

By. the publication of " The Life and Voyages 
of Columbus," in 1828, the popularity of Irving, 
whi(A had waned somewhat since the day when 
he first burst upon the world of English readers 
in his " Sketch-Book," rose anew, and shone 
with greater lustre. The importance of the work 
was recognized on both sides of the water, as 
well as the brilliancy of its execution. Jeffrey, 
who leviewed it in the Edinburgh, declared that 
it was not only excellent, but that it would en- 
dure. " For we mean," he explained, " not merely 
that the book will be known and referred to 
twenty or thirty years hence, and will pass in 
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solid binding into every considerable collection ; 
but that it will supersede all former works on the 
same subject, and never be itself superseded." 
Not less enthusiastic was the carefully considered 
opinion of Irving's friend, Everett, who origi- 
nally suggested the translation from Navarrete 
out of which it had grown, and who pronounced 
it, in the North American Review, one of the 
few books which are at once the delight of read- 
ers and the despair of critics. " It is as nearly 
perfect as any work can be ; and there is little 
or nothing left for the reviewer but to write at 
the bottom of every page, as Voltaire said he 
would be obliged to do if he published a com- 
mentary on Racine, ^ Ptdchri! bene! optimii* 
He has at length filled up the void that before 
existed in this respect, in the literature of the 
world, and produced a work which will fully 
satisfy the public, and supersede the necessity of 
any future labors in the same field. While we 
venture to predict that the adventures of Co- 
lumbus will hereafter be read only in the work of 
Mr. Irving, we can not but think it a beautiful co- 
incidence that the task of duly celebrating the 
achievements of the discoverer of our continent 
should have been reserved for one of its inhabit- 
ants ; and that the earliest professed author of first- 
rate talent who appeared among us should have 
devoted one of his most important and finished 
works to this pious purpose. 
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* Such honors Ilion to her hero paid, 
And peaceful siept the mighty Hector*s shade.' 

For the particular kind of historical writing in 
which Mr. Irving is fitted to labor and excel, the 
* Life of Columbus' is undoubtedly one of the very 
best — perhaps we might say, without fear of any 
mistake, the very best— subject afforded by the 
annals of the world." 

The magnitude of the task which he had com- 
pleted so satisfactorily, left Irving leisure to 
make a tour which he had planned with his 
brother Peter, but the ill-health of that gentle- 
man, who now returned by slow stages to Paris, 
compelled him to forego the pleasure of his com- 
pany, and to replace it by the company of two Rus- 
sian diplomatists, with whom he set out on March 
1st, by the diligence for Cordova, They reached 
Granada in safety, notwithstanding the robbers 

who were said to beset the roads, and spent several 
days in traversing" the city and its environs. From 
Granada the travelers proceeded to Malaga, and 
thence by a circuitous route to Gibraltar, after 
which they started for Cadiz, where Irving left 
his companions, being impatient to get to Seville, 
and to correct and complete the rough draft of 
the manuscript of the "Conquest of Granada," 
which diverted his attention for upwards of 
three months at Madrid, while he was engaged 
upon his " Life of Columbus." 
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The summer heat being overpowering at 
Seville, Irving removed to a little country-seat 
on a hill, about eight miles from Cadiz, of which 
and its beautiful bay, it commanded a view on 
one side, while another embraced the distant 
mountains of Ronda. Here he dispatched to 
England half the first volume of the •* Conquest 
of Granada," as a fair sample of the whole, and 
authorized Colonel Aspinwall to dispose of it to 
MuiTay, or any other leading and respectable 
bookseller, for two thousand guineas, or as near 
that sum as he could get. Before a month was 
over he received a letter from Murray, who was 
waiting for the corrected copy of Columbus, in 
order to issue a new edition, and who had pur- 
chased from Wilkie a sketch that he had made 
of Irving's likeness, which he meant to prefix 
to it. A second letter from Murray contained 
what Irving considered the best critique that he 
had ever had as to his general reputation with 
the public. It was in relation to a monthly 
magazine which Murray was about to set up, on 
a purely literary and scientific basis, and which 
he offered Irving a thousand pounds a year to 
edit, besides paying him liberally for any articles 
which he might contribute. In fact, the salary, 
with other offers for casual writing, would insure 
him at least seven thousand dollars a year. 

Irving declined Murray's proposal, as he had 
declined a similar one from Scott nine years be- 
fore, partly because it would oblige him to fix 
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hiS; resideace out of America, and partly because 
he was unwilling to shackle himself with any 
periodicallabor. Murray concluded to purchase 
his new book at the price which he had demand- 
ed — two- thousand guineas — ^and published it 
early in i829,ainder the title of "A Chronicle of 
th^ Conquest of Granada," not as from the 
manuscripjt of Fray. Antonio Agapida, a nom de 
<ru€rr£, which Irving had adopted, but as by 
Irving himself — an unwarrantable liberty, he 
thought, in that it made him, gravely, in his 
own name* tell many round untruths, and made 
him, also, responsible as an author, for the exist- 
ence of tlie manuscript of Agapida. Coleridge re- 
garded the work as a masterpiece of romantic nar- 
rative ; Pre^cott believed that Irving availed him- 
self of all the picturesque and animating move- 
ments of the period which he had treated, and 
that he was not seduced from historical accu- 
racy by the poetical aspect of his subject ; and 
Bryant, a fine Spanish scholar, as well as an ad- 
mirable literary critic, maintained that it was one 
of the most delightful of his works -an exact his- 
tory, for such it is admitted to be by those who 
have searched most carefully the ancient records 
of Spain — ^yet so full of personal incident, so 
diversified with surprising turns of fortune, and 
these wrought up with such picturesque effect, 
that, to use an expression of Pope, a. young 
lady might read it by mistake for a romance. It 
is a pleasant thing for an author to win approba- 
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tion from members of his own craft — -much 
pleasanter, on the whole, perhaps, than tq win 
the less intelligent approbation of the public; 
but unfortunately for his ambition and his 
pocket, it is only the last which is of substantial 
benefit to him. It was now withheld from 
Irving, for the " Conquest of Granada " did not 
sell. Before it saw the light of publi cation 
Irving had returned to the line of biographic 
studies, which its composition had interrupted, 
and was busy in tracing out the Voyages of the 
Companions of Columbus, and had in contem- 
plation a series of Legends connected with the 
Moorish domination in Spain, upon which he 
wrote from time to time as the spirit moved hinu 
He made a second visit to Granada in May, 1839, 
and lodged in the Alhambra, over whose halls 
and courts he rambled at all hours of the day 
and night. While he was residing in this ro^ 
mantic old Moorish palace, he was appointed 
Secretary of Legation to London, whither he 
repaired in October. Here two honors awaited 
him : the first being a gold medal, of the value of 
fifty guineas, which was adjudged, to him by the 
Council of the Royal Society of Literature, the 
other, the degree of LL.D., which was conferred 
upon him by the University of Oxford. Notwith- 
standing these honers, of which any man of let- 
ters might well be proud, and of the personal 
esteem and affection with which he was regard- 
ed, there can be no doubt that his reputation 
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had lessened since the publication of the "Sketch- 
Book," in 1820, and of the " Life and Voyages of 
Columbus/' in 1828. Whether his intermediate 
and later works were of a lower order of liter* 
ary excellence than these were admitted to 
possess, or whether that many-headed beast, 
the public, was weary of them, is a question 
I do not fed called upon to decide. It is 
enough to note here that his popularity was 
so greatly on the wane that he parted with the 
'♦Voyages of the Companions of Columbus "to 
Murray for only five hundred guineas ; and that 
his sharp business friend. Colonel Aspinwall, 
could only obtain a thousand guineas for his next 
work, '*The Alhambra," and this not from Mur- 
ray, but from Colbum and Bentley. Of the 

reception of these characteristic studies of old 
Spain and the old voyagers, I have no knowledge, 

except, that Mr. Edward Everett wrote concern- 
ing the last, in the North American Review, that 
it was equal, in literary value, to any other of 
the same class, with the exception of the " Sketch- 
Book," and that he should not be surprised if it 
were read as extensively as even that very popu- 
lar production ; and that Prescott, the historian, 
characterized it in his " History of Ferdinand and 
Isabella," as the "beautiful Spanish Sketch-Book." 
Of Irving's diplomatic life, his presentation at 
court, etc., I shall not speak, nor of the celebri- 
ties whom he met, only one of whom is likely to 
interest now. It was Scott, who was then in 
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London, a broken-down old man, on his way to 
Italy, and whom he met again at a family din- 
ner, at which he was the only stranger present. 
** Ah, my dear fellow," said Scott, who wa§ seated 
as he entered, " time has dealt lightly with you 
since last we met." The mind of the great ma- 
gician flickered fitfully during the dinner; now 
and then he struck up a story in his old way, but 
the light soon died out, his head sank, and his 
countenance fell, when he saw that he had failed 
to bring out his points. When the ladies went 
up-stairs after dinner, Lockhart said to his 
guest, " Irving, give Scott your arm." The grand 
old man, mournful in ruin, took the arm that 
was offered him, and grasping his cane with the 
other hand, said, " Ah, the times are changed, 
my good fellow, since we went over the Eildon 
hills together. It is all nonsense to tell a man 
that his mind is not affected when his body is in 
this state." They never met again ; for the 
mighty minstrel died the next year, and Irving 
returned to America after an absence of seven- 
teen years, lacking four days, 

Irving's arrival was anticipated by his friends, 
who received him with the greatest cordiality, 
and gave him a public dinner at the City Hotel, 
which was presided over by his early friend* 
Chancellor Kent, who had so promptly dismissed 
him to the world of shades thirty years before. 
The ordeal was a trying one to the modest man 
of letters, who had a nervous horror of personal 
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publicity, but he acquitted himself creditably, as 
the newspapers of that day testify. It was, of 
course, the happiest moment of his life, and was 
rendered more so because it proved that the 
misgivings which had haunted him, that his 
countrymen believed he was alienated from them, 
were groundless. He spoke of the changes 
which had come over New York during his ab- 
sence, the emotions which he had experienced 
when he beheld it, as he sailed up the harbor, 
seated in the midst of its watery domain, with 
the sunshine lighting up its domes, and the forest 
of masts at its piers as far as the eye could reach ; 
and how his heart throbbed with joy and pride 
as he felt he had a birthright in the brilliant 
scene before him. "I am asked how long I 
mean to remain here? They know but little of 

my heart or my feelings who can ask me this 
question. I answer, as long as I live." Here 
the roof rang with bravos, handkerchiefs were 
waved, cheers were given over and over again, 
and he finally sat down, satisfied that he had 
done better than he expected. Shortly after this 
dinner Irving repaired to Washington, to settle 
his accounts with the Government, and to meet 
the friends of his earlier years — Mr. Louis 
McLane, late Minister to England, Henry Clay, 
General Jackson, and others. Returning to New 
York, he made a trip up the Hudson as far as 
Tarrjrtown, and thence to Saratoga and Trenton 
Falls. He meditated a tour in the western part 
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of New York, Ohio, Kentucky, and Tennessee, 
but he changed his plan, and joined an expedition 
to the far West, in company with three commis- 
sioners appointed to treat with deputations of 
the different tribes of Indians. He started from 
Cincinnati on September 3d, reached Independ- 
ence, Missouri, on the 24th of that month, Fort 
Gibson, Arkansas, on October 9th, and Mont*- 
gomery Point, at the mouth of the Arkansas, 
early in November. A voy^e by steamboat 
down the Mississippi to New Orleans, and thence 
to Washington, and so back to New York, com- 
pleted the tour. The ground over which he had 
traversed, which was then but little known to 
the inhabitants of the more civilized portions of 
the United States, and the incidents and experi- 
ences of travel with which it was surrounded, 
determined him to turn them to account. H€ 
set about a narrative of what he had seen and 
undergone, in the midst of other avocations 
and writing leisurely, completed it by the end oi 
the following year. It was entitled, ** A Tour on 
the Prairies," and was published in London, m 
'^SS* by Murray, from whom Colonel Aspinwall- 
succeeded in obtaining four hundred pounds for 
it. What reception it met with in England, I 
know not. It was welcomed here, and by none 
more warmly than Edward Everett, in the North 
American Review, "To what class of compo- 
sitions the present work belongs," he wrote, 
*• we are hardly able to say. It can scarcely b§ 
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called a book of travels, for there is too much 
painting of manners and scenery, and too little 
statistics ; it is not a novel, for there is no story ; 
and it is not . a romance, for it is all true. It is 
a sort of sentimental journey, a romantic excur- 
sion, in which nearly all the elements of several 
different kinds of writing are beautifully and gayly 
blended itito a production almost sui generis" 
He then expressed his pride in Irving's sketches (»f 
English life, and the gorgeous canvas upon which 
he had gathered in so much of the glowing 
imagery of Moorish times, but was more pleased 
to see him come back laden with the poetical 
treasures of the primitive wilderness, and with 
spoils from the uninhabited desert. ** We thank 
him for turning these poor, barbarous steppes into 
classical land, and joining his inspiration to that 
of Cooper in breathing life and fire into a circle 
of imagery, which was not known before to ex- 
ist, for the purposes of the imagination." To 
revive, perhaps, the nom de plume ^ by which he 
had become best known among English-reading 
people, Irving published "A Tour on the 
Prairies'* as the first number of the Crayon 
Miscellany. It was followed in the course of 
two or three months by a second number, en- 
titled, "Abbotsford and Newstead Abbey," for 
which Colonel Aspinwall obtained from Murray 
the sum of four hundred pounds, with a promise 
of two hundred pounds more when a second 
edition should be reached. It appears to have 
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been successful, for Colonel Aspinwall wrote to 
Irving, " Murray says Abbotsford delights every- 
body, especially the Lockharts," The tJfcurd. num- 
ber of the Crayon Miscellany^ V Legends of 
Spain," was sent about six weeks iater to the 
same publisher, who declined it at the price de- 
manded, but put it to press on the author's ac- 
count, whereby Irving realized only one hundred 
pounds. 

Not long after his return to the United State?, 
Irving was applied to by Mr. John Jacob Astor, to 
write about his settlement of Astoria at the 
mouth of the Columbia River. He declined the 
undertaking, being engrossed with other plans, but 
recommended his nephew, Mr. Pierre Munto 
Irving, as one who might aid him in preparing 
the materials, in which case he would have no 
objection in putting the finishing hand to the 
work. Mr. Astor caught at the idea, and Mr. 
Pierre Irving, who was then in Illinois, came to 
New York, at the request of his uncle, and the 
pair commenced their joint labors at a country 
house, belonging to Mr. AstCM-, at Hellgate. He 
paid his authors liberally, the younger for his 
industry as a compiler, the elder for his skill as a 
literary artist and the use of his name, and was 
fully satisfied with their endeavors to hand him 
down to posterity as a colcMiist as well as a mil- 
lionaire. "Astoria" was published in 1836. Mr. 
Edward Everett, speaking, as usual, through the 
North American^ saw in it, as a whole, the im- 
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press of Irving's taste, and sketches of life and 
character worthy of the pen of Geoffrey Crayon ; 
and an anonymous writer in the London Specia* 
for, considered it the most finished narrative of 
such a series of adventures that was ever written. 
While Irving was residing at the country seat of 
Mr. Astor, where he had for companions the 
poet Halleck, and Charies Astor Bristed, then a 
lad of fourteen, he met Captain Bonneville, of 
the United States army, a type of man not un- 
common at the time, who had engrafted the 
hunter and the trapper upon the soldier, and in 
whom he was much interested. He met this 

gentleman again va the following winter at 
Wasliington, where he was engaged in re-writing 
and extending his travelling notes, and making 
maps of the regions he had explored, and he 
purchased his materials, out of which, together 
with other facts and details gathered from differ- 
ent sources, conversations, journals of the cap- 
tain's contemporaries, and the like, he wrought 
a volume of frontier life, which was published 
in 1837, as the " Adventures of Captain Bonne- 
ville," and for which Bentley paid him nine hun- 
dred pounds for an English edition, which was 
four hundred pounds more than he had paid for 
" Astoria." 

In the course of his home-travels, shortly after 
his return to America, Irving saw a rural site 
at Tarrytown, on the Hudson, not far from the 
residence of his nephew, Oscar, which struck his 
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fancy. It consisted in ten acres, when he pur- 
cliased it in the summer of 1835, and contained 
a cottage about a century old, which he conclu- 
ded to rebuild into a little rookery in the old 
Dutch style. He accordingly sent up an architect 
and workmen, who between them built him a 
stone house at considerable cost, in which, sur- 
rounded with Christmas greens, he was settled 
with his brother Peter, in January, 1837. In this 
cosy mansion, which he at first christened 
*' Wolfert's Roost," and afterwards " Sunny Side," 
he finished the " Adventures of Captain Bonne- 
ville," and, his mind still running on the might 
of Old Spain, which he had illustrated so bril- 
liantly in his " Life of Columbus," he commenced 
what promised to be a greater work than that, 
and which like that was to concern itself with 
Castilian domination in the New World — the 
"History of the Spanish Conquest of Mexico." 
When he had made a rough draft of the ground- 
work of the first volume, he came down to the 
city to consult authorities in the New York Soci- 
ety Library, where he met Mr. Joseph G. Cogs- 
well, whom he knew, and who asked him what 
new work he had in hand, sounding him in the 
interest of Prescott, who had lately published 
his "History of Ferdinand and Isabella." "Is 
Mr. Prescott engaged upon an American sub- 
ject?" inquired Irving. He was told that he 
was, and that it was the " Conquest of Mexico." 
With a generosity, of which few men could have 
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been capable, Irving then and there abandoned 

his plan, and desired Mr. Cogswell to say as much 

to Prescott, whose claim to it (supposing he had 

any) was certainly less than his own, in that he 

had merely collected materials for it. Prescott 

acknowledged his courtesy in a grateful letter, 

in which he dwelt upon the mortification he 

would have felt if he found him occupying the 

ground, and expressed a fear that the public 

would not be so^ well pleased as himself by 

Irving's liberal conduct, of which he was not 

sure that he should have a right in their eyes to 

avail himself. The giving up of this great task, 
which occupied Prescott five years, left Irving at 

leisure to renew his early acquaintance with the 
British Essayists, and to revise a biographical 
study which he had executed some fifteen years 
before* This was a " Life of Goldsmith," which 
he had prepared at Paris, for Galignani, for a col- 
lection of British Authors, that he undertook 
to edit, and which he now re-wrote for the 
** Family Library," of which the Harpers were the 
publishers. Tuis was followed by a second and 
a much less important biographical study, a " Life 
of Margaret Davidson," the younger of two 
American sisters, who had a childish talent for 
writing verse, which her friends called poetry, 
and who had died of consumption in her six- 
teenth year. 

Two political honors were ofTered Irving in his 
fifty-fifth year, one being an unanimous nomlna- 
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Dn as Mayor of New York, from Tammany 
all, the other the appointment of Secretary 

the Navy, from President Van Buren. He 
:cepted neither, wisely preterring to the doubt- 
1 distinction they might have bestowed upon 
m, the peaceful security of his cottage and the 
iciety of his relatives. The relinquishment of 
e " Conquest of Mexico," left him at leisure 
r lesser undertakings, which he found in 
riting a series of papers for the Knickerbocker 
^agastne.his connection with which lasted from 
arch, 1839, to March, 1841. Before the latter 
Lte (February loth) he received what he called 
;he crowning honor of his life." It came in the 
lape of the appointment of Minister to Spain, 
hich was forwarded to him by Daniel Webster, 
lio remarked, w^hen sufficient time had elapsed 
r the news to reach him, " Washington Irving 
the most astonished man in New York." Hard 
)on his appointment the new minister was 
lied on to attend the dinner which the citizens 

New York gave Dickens, at which it was de- 
ded that he must preside, and where he did 
eside, with much trepidation, making one of 
e shortest dinner speeches on record. " There," 
J said, as he concluded his broken sentences by 
oposing the health of Dickens, as the guest of 
e nation, " There ! I told you 1 should break 
)vvn, and Fve done it." 

Irving embarked for Europe for the third time, 
I April loth, 1 841. He soon reached London, 
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where he waited upon his friend, Edward Everett, 
then American Minister, who presented him to 
Queen Victoria, at tho levee, where he met sev- 
eral of his old acquaintances, among them the 
ministers. Lord Aberdeen, Sir Robert Peel, etc., 
\yho were cordial in their recognitions. He also 
met, at a dinner party at Mr. Everett's, the vete- 
ran poet and wit, Rogers, who took him in his 
arms in a paternal manner ; and at an anniver- 
sary dinner of the Literary Fund, he met Moore, 
upon whom the cares of the world were thicken- 
ing, and to whom he declared his intention of 
not speaking; *^X.h^\. Dickens dini;er," as he ex- 
plained to the more glib-tonguod poet, still 
haunting his imagination with the memory oi 
his break-down. Irving hardly filled the charac- 
ter of an ambassador, as defined by Sir Henry 
Wotton, /. e,, '^one sent to lie abroad for the good 
of his country;" for, setting aside his natural 
incapacity for mendacity, the good of hfe coun- 
try demanded nothing of the kind from him, 
whatever it may have done from our Minister to 
England, who had the Oregon affair upon his 
hands. The diplomatic life of Ir\dng, which oc- 
cupied four years, need not detain us long. 
From London he proceeded to Paris, where, as 
in duty bound, he called upon General Cass, our 
Minister to France, who drove out with him one 
evening to Neuilly, and presented him to Louis 
Philippe, his queen, and his sister, Madame Ade- 
laide, all of whom took occasion to say some- 
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thing complimentary about his writings. He 
arrived at Madrid on July 25th, and insta:lled 
himself in the appartments of his predecessor in 
the hotel of the Duke of San Lorenzo. Six days 
later he had an audience of the Regent, Espar- 
tero, Duke of Victoria. He was then driven to 
the royal palace, and presented to the little 
queen, a child of twelve, a puppet in the handis 
of intriguing statesmen, who went through the 
part assigned to her with childish dignity. 
Irving's letters to his relatives are largely made 
up of accounts of the politics of the country to 
which he was accredited, and which are mildly de- 
scribed by the word stormy. The Regent, Espar- 
tero, for example, was speedily overthrown, and 
the child queen was in the hands of Narvaez and 
his adherents, who issued juntas, pronunciamen* 
tos, and what not in the way of sounding pub- 
lic documents. • He was a sagacious observer 
who could understand, and a rapid penman who 
could narrate, the events which Irving witnessed 
during his residence in Spain, and which it was 
his ambassadorial duty to communicate to his 
government. The amount of diplomatic busi- 
ness which now devolved upon him left him no 
time to perform a task which was near his heart, 
and upon which he had hoped to labor diligently. 
This was a Life of Washington, which had been 
proposed to him by Constable, the publisher, in 
1825, while he was residing at Paris, and which 
he declined at that time from a modest diili- 
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dence of his powers, "/stand in too great avte 
of it,** he wrote. Long brooded over, and fairly 
begun, at " Wolfert's Roost," he made but little 
progress with it at Madrid. His post finally 
grew so irksome to him that he resigned it in 
December, 1845, and impatiently awaited his suc- 
cessor, who appeared during the following sum- 
mer, in the person of Gen. Romulus M. Saunders, 
of North Carolina. Irving turned his back on 
the Old World for the last time in London, early 
in September, 1846, and on the 19th of that 
month was at home once more in his beloved 
" Sunny Side." 

The last years of Irving's life were passed in 
the enjoyment of the leisure and the honors that 
he had earned. His chief residence was at 
• Sunny Side," though he made occasional jour- 
neys, as in his early days, and his chief employ- 
ment was the task upon which he had long set his 
heart— the Life of Washington--and the collec- 
tion and revision ol a complete edition of his 
works, many of which were by this time out of 
print. This edition, which was commenced in 
the summer of 1848, contained, in addition to 
the list of Irving's writings in the preceding 
pages, three later publications, "Oliver Gold- 
smith" (1849), "Mahomet and his Successors" 
(1850), and "Wolfert's Roost" (1855). The first 
was a subject which had engaged his attention 
twice before, and to which he was led to return 
by the appearance of Forster'« " Life of Gold- 
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smith,** which his publisher thought of reprint- 
ing. This charming book so freshened the 
memory of his favorite author, and stimulated 
his power of work, that in less than two months 
the sheets of his third biographical study were 
in the printer's hands. "Mahomet and his 
Successors," the last of the series of writings which 
he had projected during his first residence in 
Madrid, illustrative of the Moorish domination 
in Spain, was originally prepaied for Murray's 
" Family Library " in 1831, but circumstances pre- 
venting its publication at the time, it was thrown 
aside for years. The neglected manuscript was 
found by Minister Irving among his papers dur- 
ing his last residence in Spain, where he be- 
guiled the tediousness of illness by revising it, 
profiting, as he did, so by the light which later 
writers had shed upon the subject, particularly 
Dr. Gustav Weil, librarian of the University of 
Heidelburg, who is still an authority among the 
biographers of the great Arabian prophet. 
These additions to the body of his writings, excel- 
lent as they were in themselves, and important 
as they would have been in the life of a lesser 
author, were merely diversions from the labor 
which constantly occupied his mind and his pen , 
as they slowly, but surely, proceeded with his 
" Life of Washington," the first volume of which 
was published shortly after "Wolfert's Roost," 
In 1855, the fifth and last volume in 1859, a few 
months before his death. 
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. Irving died ot^ the night of November 28th, 
1^59^ and all that was mortal of him was buried 
on the I St of December, at Tarry town. It was 
a beautiful winter day, clear and sunny, radiant 
with the still lingering Indian summer, which 
shed a soft and* melancholy light over the 
soleinn scene. " It was^ one of his own days/* 
said the mourners, as they rode from "Sunny 
Side " to Christ (Church, where the funeral serv- 
ices were held, and thence to the cemetery, about 
a mile distant, on the side of a hill, with a view 
of the Hudson on one side, and on the other of 
the valley of Sleepy Hollow — classic ground, 
which the genius of Irving has made immortal. 

** His youth was in.no««nt ; hisL riper age 

Marked with some act of goodness every day ; 
And watched by eyes that loved him, calm and sage, 

Faded his late declining years away. 
Meekly he gave his being uPt and went 
To share the holy rest that waits a life well speak 

** That life was happy ; every day he gave 

Thanks for the fair existence that was his ; 
For a sick fancy made him not his slave, 

T<^ mock him with his phantom miseries. 
Ko chronic tortures racked his aged limb. 
For luxury and sloth had nourished none for him. 

** And I am glad that he has lived thus long. 

And glad that he has gone to his reward ; 
Nor can I deem that Nature did him wrong. 

Softly to disengage the vital cord. 
For when his hand grew palsied, and his eye 
Faint with the marks of age, it was his time to die.'* 

So sang the greatest of our poets, Bryant, in 
his early manhood, in " The Old Man's Funeral," 
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a touching poem in which he celebrated a blame- 
less life like that of Irving ; and in his Oration 
in memory of the latter, a few months after his 
death, he addressed his departed friend in the 
following eloquent words : ** Farewell ! thou who 
hast entered into the rest prepared, from the 
foundation of tne world, for serene and gentle 
spirits like thine. Farewell ! happy in thy life, 
happy in thy death, happier in the reward to 
which that death was the assured passage ; fortu- 
nate in attracting the admiration of the world to 
thy beautiful writings, still more fortunate in 
having written nothing which did not t^nd to 
promote the range tf magnanimous fb^earahce 
and generous sympathies among thy f^llow^nen ; 
the lightness of that enduring fame which thou 
hast won on earth is but a shadowy symbol of 
the glory to which thou art admitted in the 
world be3rond the grave. Thy errand upon earth 
was an errand of ptstte and-good-will to men, and 
thou art in a region where hatred and strife 
never enter, and where the harmonious activity 
of those who inhabit it acknowledges no impulse 
less noble or less holy than that of love.** 
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Or some Passages out of the Life of a 
Castle Builder. 



I WAS bom among romantic scenery, in one ol 
the wildest parts of the Hudson, which at that 
time was not so thickly settled as at present. My 
father was descended from one of the old Hugue- 
not families, that came over to this country on 
the revocation of the edict of Nantz. He lived in 
a style of easy, rural independence, on a patri- 
monial estate that had been for two or three gen- 
erations in the family. He was an indolent, good- 
natured man, who took the world as it went, and 
had a kind of laughing philosophy, that parried 
all rubs and mishaps, and served him in the place 
of wisdom. This was the part of his character 
least to my taste ; for I was of an enthusiastic, 
excitable temperament, prone to kindle up with 
new schemes and projects, and he was apt to dash 
my sallying enthusiasm by some unlucky joke ; 
so that whenever I was in a glow with any sudden 
excitement, I stood in mortal dread of his good- 
humor. 

Yet he indulged me in every vagary ; for I was 
an only son, and of course a personage of impor- 
tance in the household. I had two sisters older 
than myself, and one younger. The former were 
educated at New York, under the eye of a maiden 
aunt ; the latter remained at home, and was my 
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cherished ^ playmate, the companion of my 
thoughts, we were two imaginative little beings,, 
of quick susceptibility^ and prone to see >^onders 
and mysteries in everything around us. Scarce 
had we learned to read, when our mother made 
us holiday presents of all the nursery literature of 
the day ; which at that time consisted of little 
books covered with gilt paper, adorned with 
•* cuts," and filled with tales ot fames, giants, 
and enchanters. What draughts of delightful fic- 
tion did we then inhale ! My sister Sophy was 6f 
a soft and tender nature. She would weep over 
the woes of the Children in the Wood, or quake 
at the dark romance of Blue-Beard, and ,th^ terri- 
ble mysteries of the blue chamber. But I w^ 
^\\ for enterprise and adventure. I burned to env* 
ulate the deeds of that heroic prince who deliv^ 
ered the white cat from her encnantmept ; or hp 
of no less roy^l blood, and doughty enterprise, 
vvho broke the charmed slumber of the Beauty in 
the Wood ! 

The house in which we lived was just the kind 
of place to foster such propensities. It was a ven- 
erable mansion, half villa, half farmhouse. The 
oldest part was of stone, with loop-holes for musr 
ketry, having served as |i family fortress in the 
time of the Indians. To this there had been made 
various additions, some of brick, some ot wood, 
according to the exigencies of the moment ; so 
that it was full of nooks and crooks, and cham- 
bers of all sorts and sizes. It was buried among 
willows, elms, and cherry trees, and surrounded 
with roses and holly-hocks, with honeysuckle and 
sweet-brier clambering about every window. A 
brood of heredit^ary pigeons sunned themselves 
upon the roof ; hereditary swallows and martins 
built about the eaves and chimneys ; and heredi- 
tary bees hummed about the flower-beds. 



Under C{te influence of cur story-books every 
object around us now assumed a new character, 
and a- charmed interesr. The wild flowefrs were 
no longer the mere' ornaments of the fields, of 
<he resorts of the toilful bee ; they were the lurk- 
ing places ol fairies. We would watch the hum- 
irimg-bird, as it hovered around the trumpet 
cVeeper at our porch, and the butterfly as it flitted 
Up into the blue air, above the sunny tree tops, 
and fancy them some of the tiny beings from fairy 
land. I would call to mind all that I had read of 
Robin GoodfeUow and his power of transfornla- 
tion^. Oh how I envied him that power ! How I 
longed to be able to compress my form into utter 
littleness ; to ride the bold dragon-fly ; swing on 
the tall bearded grass ; follow the ant into hi^ 
subterraneous habitation, or dive into the caver- 
nous depths of the honeysuckle ! 

While I was yet a mere child t was sent to a 
daily school, about two miles distant. The 
schoolhouse was on the edge of a wood, close by 
a brook overhung with bircnes, alders, and dwarf 
willows. We of the school who lived at some dis- 
tance came with our dinners put up in little bas- 
kets* In the intervals of school hours we would 
gather round a spring, under a tuft of hazel- 
bushes, and have a kind of picnic ; interchang- 
ing the rustic dainties with which our provident 
mothers had fitted us out. Then, when our joy- 
ous repast was over, and my companions were 
disposed for play, I would draw forth one of my 
cherished story-books, stretch myself on the green- 
sward, and Soon lose myself in its bewitching 
contents. 

I became an^ oracle among my Sfehdolmates on 
account of my superior erudition, and soon im- 
parted to them the contagion of my infected fancy-. 
Often in the evening, after school hours, we' would 
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sit oji the trunk of some fallen tree in the woods, 
and vie with each other in telling extravagant 
stories, until the whip-poor-will began his nigntly 
moaning, and the fire-flies sparkled in the gloom. 
Then came the perilous journey homeward- 
What delight we would take in getting up wanton 
panics in some dusky part of the wood ; scamp- 
ering like frightened deer ; • pausing to take 
breath ; renewing the panic, and scampering off 
again, wild with fictitious terror ! 

Our greatest trial was to pass a dark, lonely 
pool, covered with pond-lilies, peopled with bull- 
frogs and water snakes, and haunted by two wbite 
cranes. Oh ! the terrors of that pond ! How 
our little hearts would beat as we approached it ; 
what fearful glances we would throw around f 
And if by chance a plash of a wild duck, or the 
guttural twang of a bull-frog, struck our ears, as 
we stole quietly by — away we sped, nor paused 
until completely out of the woods. Then, when 
I reached home, what a world of adventures and 
imaginary terrors would I have to relate to my 
sister Sophy 1 

As I advanced in years, this turn of mind in- 
creased upon me, and became more confirmed* 
I abandoned myself to the impulses of a romantic 
imagination, which controlled my studies, and 
gave a bias to all my habits. My father observed 
me continually with a book in my hand, and sat- 
isfied himself that I was a profound student ; but 
what were my studies ? Works of fiction ; tales 
of chivalry ; voyages of discovery ; travels in the 
East ; everything, in short, that partook of ad- 
venture and romance. I well remember with 
what zest I entered upon that part of my studies 
which treated of the heathen mythology, and par- 
ticularly of the sylvan deities. Then indeed my 
school Dooks became dear to me. The neighbor- 
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hood was well ' calculated to foster the reveries ot 
a mind like mine. It abounded with solitary re- 
treats, wild streams, solemn forests, and silent 
Valleys* 1 would ramble about for a whole day 
with a volume of Ovid*a Metamorphoses in my 
pocket, and work myself into a kinci of self-delu- 
sion, so as to identify the surrounding Scenes with 
those of which I had just been readingf. I would 
loiter about a brook that glided through the shad- 
owy depths of the forest, picturing it to myself 
the haunt of Naiads. I would steal round some 
bushy copse that opened upon a glade, as if I ex- 
pected to cojiae suddenly upon Diana and her 
nymphs, or to behold Pari and his satyrs bound- 
ing, with whoop and hklloo, though the woodland. 
1 would throw myself, during the panting heats of 
a summer noon, undef the shade of some wide- 
spreading; tree, and muse and dreanl away the 
hours, in a state of mental intoxication. I arank 
in the very light of day, as nectar, and my soul 
seemed to bathe with ecstasy in the deep blue of 
a summer sky. 

In these wanderings, nothing occurred to jar 
my feelings, or bring me back to the realities of 
life. ' There is a repose in our mighty forests that 
gives full scope to the imagination. Now and 
then I would hear the distant sound of the wood- 
cutter's axe, Or the crash of some tree which he 
had laid low ; but these noises, echoing along the 
quiet landscape, could easily be wrought by fancy 
into harmony with its illusions In general, how- 
ever, the woody recesses of the neighborhood 
were peculiarly wild and unfrequented. I could 
ramble for a whole day, without coming upon any 
traces of cultivation. The partridge of the wood 
scarcely Seemed to shun my path, and the squir- 
rel, from his nut-tree would gaze at me for an 
instant, with sparkling eye, as if wondering at 
the unwonted intrusion. 
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1 cannot help d wiling on tWs cl«Uc1dUs ^ti^ 
of my life ; when as yet I had known np sorrow^ 
tior experienced any worldly care. 1 have 8iQC0 
studied much, both of booKS and mcn^ and of 
course have grown too wise to be so easily pleased ; 
Vet with all my wisdom, I must confess I look 
back with a secret ieeling of regret to the days <rf 
happy ignorance, before I had begun to be a phi- 
losophen 



It tnust be evident th^t t was in a hopeful traiiw 
in^ for one who was to descend into the arengt 
of lifie, and wrestle with the world* The tutor* 
also, who superintended my studies in the mpr^e 
Itdvaixced stage of my education was just fitted 
to complete iht/ata morgana which was forming 
in my mind. His name was Glencoe. He was a 
pale, melahcholy-looking man, about forty years 
of age ; a native of Scotland, liberally educated, 
and who had devoted himself to the instruction 
of youth from taste rather than necessity ; for, 
as he said, he loved the human heart, and de» 
lighted to study it in its earlier impulses. ' My 
two elder sisters, haying returned home from a 
city boarding-school, were likewise placed under 
his care, to direct their reading in history and 
belles-lettre3» 

We all soon became attached to Glencoe. It is 
true, we were at first somewhat prepossessed 
against him. His meagre, pallid countenance, his 
broad pronunciation, his inattention to the little 
form? of society, and an awkward and embarrassod 
manner, on first acquaintance, were much ag;ainst 
him ; but we soon discovered that under this un- 
promising exterior existed the kindest urbanity of 
temper ; th^ Wfitnnest sympi^thies ; the most en^ 
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th|iala$tic^ benevolence^ His minxl was ingenipus 
and ^i^iite. His reading had been various, but 
m^re ^abstruse than profound ; his memory was 
sti)red, on all subjects, with facts, theories, and 
quotations, and crowded with crude materials for 
thinking. These, in a moment of excitement, 
would be, as it w^ere, melted clown, and poured 
forth in thQ lava of a heated imagination. At 
such moments, the change in the whole man was 
wonderful. His meagre form would acquire a 
dignity and grace ; his long, pale visage would 
flash with a hectic glow ; his eyes would beam 
with intense speculation ; and there would be pa- 
thetic tones and deep modulations in his voice, 
that delighted the ear, and spoke movingly to the 
bearlL. 

-But what mosti endeared him to us wais the 
kindness and sympathy with which he entered 
into ail our interests and wishes. Instead of curb- 
ing and checking our young imaginations with 
the reins of sober reason, he was a little too apt 
to catch the impulse and be hurried away with 
us. He could not withstand the excitement of 
any sally of feeling or fancy, and was prone to 
lend heightening tints to the illusive coloring of 
youthful anticipation. 

Under his guidance my sisters and myself soon 
altered upon a more extended range of studies ; 
but while they wandered, with delighted minds, 
throygh the wide field of history and belles-lettres, 
a. nobler walk was opened to my superior intel- 
lect. 

• The mind of Glencoe presented a singular mix- 
ture of philosophy and poetry. He was fond of 
metaphysics and prone to indulge in abstract 
speculations, though his metaphysics were some 
what fine spun and fanciful, and his speculations 
w^e apt to partake of what mv father most irrey- 
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erently termed ** humbug." For my part. I de- 
lighted in them, and the more especially becauso 
they set my father to 5lee{> and completely coa« 
founded my sisters. I entered with my accus* 
tomed eagerness into this new branch of study. 
Metaphysics were now my passion. - My sisters 
attempted to accompany me, but they soon fal- 
tered, and gave out before they had got half way 
through Smith's Theory of the Moral Sentiments. 
I, however, went on, exulting in my strength. 
Glencoe supplied me with books, atid I devoured 
them with appetite, if not digestion. We walked 
and talked together under the trees before the 
house, or sat apart, like Milton's aneels, and held 
high converse upon themes beyond the grasp of 
ordinary intellects. Glencoe possessed a kind of 
philosophic chivalry, in imitation of the old peri- 
patetic sages, and was continually dreaming of 
romantic enterprises in morals, and splendid sys- 
tems for the improvement of society. He haa a 
fanciful mode of illustrating abstract subjects, pe- 
culiarly to my taste ; clothing them with the lan- 
guage of poetry, and throwing round them almost 
the magic hues of fiction* *' How charming," 
thought I, ** is divine philosophy ;'* not harsh and 
crabbed, as dull fools suppose, 

** But a perpetual feast of nectar'd sweets. 
Where no crude surfeit reigns. " 

I felt a wonderful self-complacency at being on 
such excellent terms with a man whom I consid- 
ered on a parallel with the sages of antiquity, and 
looked down with a sentiment ot pity on the fee- 
bler intellects of my sisters, who could compre* 
hend nothing of metaphysics. It is true, when I. 
attempted to study them by myself, I was apt. to 
get in a fog ; but when Glencoe came to my aid, 
everything was soon as clear to me as day. My 
ear drank in the beauty of his words ; my imagi- 
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nation was dazzled with the splendor of his illus- 
trations. 'Ft caught up the sparkling sands of poe- 
try that glittered through his speculations, and 
mistook them for the golden ore ot wisdom. 
Struck with the facility with which I seemed 
to imbibe and relish the most abstract doctrines, 
I conceived a still higher opinion of my mental 
powers, and was convinced that I also was a phi- 
losopher. 



Iwas lioNv verging -toward man's estate, and 
though my education had been extremely irregular 
— ^following the caprices of my humor, which I mis- 
took for the impulses of my genius — ^yet I was rc- 
gairded with wonder and delight by my mother and 
sisters, who considered me almost as wise and in- 
fallible as r considered myself. This high opinion 
of- me was strengthened by a declamatory habit, 
which made me an oracle and orator at the do- 
mestic board. The time was now at hand, how- 
ever, that was to put my philosophy to the test. 

We had passed through a long winter, and the 
spring at length opened upon us with unusual 
sweetness. The soft serenity ot the weather ; the 
beauty of the surrounding country ; the joyous 
notes of the birds ; the balmy breath of flower 
and blossom,^ all combined to fill my bosom with 
indistinct sensations, and nameless wishes. Amid 
the soft seductions of the season, I lapsed into a 
stale of utter indolence, both of body and mind. 

Philosophy had lost its charms ior me. Meta- 
phvsjcs-^taugh 1 I tried to study ; took down 
volume alter volume, ran my eye-vacantly over a 
lew pages, and threw them by with distaste. I 
loitered about the house, with my hands in my 
pockets, and an air of complete vacancy. Some- 
thing was ncGessai;y to make me happy ; but what 
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was that something? I sauntered to the apart- 
ments ol my sisters, hoping their conversation 
might amuse, me/ They had walked out, and. the 
room was vacant. ' On the taWe lay a .volume 
which they had been reading. It was a novel. I 
have never read a novel, having conceived a con- 
tempt for works of the kind, from hearing them 
universally condemned. It is true, I had remark- 
ed that they were as universally read ; but I coni> 
sidered them beneath the attention of a philoso- 
pher, and never would venture to read them, lest 
I should lessen my mental, superiority in the eyes 
of my sisters. Nay, I had taken up a work of the 
kind now and then, when I knew my sisters were 
observing me, looked into it for a moment, and 
then laid it down, with a slight supercilious smile. 
On the present occasion, out of mere listlessness, 
I took up the volume and turned over a few of the 
first pages. I thought I heard some one coming, 
and laid it down. I was mistaken ; no one was 
near, and w^hat I had read, tempted my curiosity 
to read a little further, I leaned against a win- 
dow-frame, and in a few minutes was completely 
lost in the story. How long I stood there reading 
i know not, but I believe for nearly two hours. 
Suddenly I heard my sisters on the stairs, when 1 
thrust the book into my bosom, and the two other, 
volumes which lay near into my pockets, and 
hurried out of the house to my beloved woods* 
Here I remained all day beneath the trees, be* 
wildered, bewitched, devouring the contents of 
these delicious volumes, and only returned to the 
house when it was too dark to peruse their pages. 
This novel finished, I replaced it in my sisters' 
apartment, and looked for others. Their stock 
was ample, for they had brought home all that 
were current in the city ; but my appetite demand- 
ed an immense supply. All this c( urse of read- 
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ingf was carried on clandestinely, for I was a Ht- 
'tle ashamed, of it, and fearful that my wisdom 
Ifnight be caiUed in question ; but this very pri- 
vacy gave it additional zest. It was *' bread catctt 
in- secret ;*' it had the charm ol a private amour. 

But think what 'must have been the effect of 
Such a course of reading on a youth of my tem- 
perament and turn of mind ; indulged, too, amid 
romantic scenery and m the romantic season of 
the year. It seemed as if I had entered upon a 
flew scene of existence. A train of combustible 
feelings were lighted up in me, and my soul was 
all tenderness aiid passion. Never was youth 
more completely love-sick, though as yet it was a 
mere general sentiment, and wanted a definite 
object. Unfortunately, our neighborhood was 
particularly deficient in female society, and I 
languished in vain lor some divinity to whom I 
might offer up this most uneasy burden of affec- 
tions. I Was at one time seriously enamored of 
a lady whom I saw occasionally in my rides, read- 
ing at the window of a country-seat ; and actually 
serenaded her with my flute ; when, to my confu- 
^on, I discovered that she was old enough to be 
my mother. It was a sad damper to my romance ; 
especially as my lather heard of it, and made it 
the subject of one of those household jokes which 
he was apt to serve up at every meal-time. 

I soon recovered from this check, however, but 
it was only to relapse into a state of amorous ex- 
citement. I passed whole days in the fields, and 
along the brooks ; for there is something in the 
tender passion that makes us alive to the beauties 
of nature. A soft sunshiny morning infused a sort 
of rapture into my breast. I flung open my arms, 
like the Grecian youth in Ovid, as if I would take 
in and embrace the balmy atmosphere.* Th^ 



* Ovid's *' Metamorphoses," Book vii. 
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songf of tb-. birds melted me to tendcracss, I 
would lie by the side of some rivulet for hours^ 
and form garlands of the flowers on its banks, 
and muse on ideal beauties, and sigh tronj the 
crowd of undefined emotions that swelled my 
bosom. 

In this state of amorous delirium, I was stroll- 
ing one morning along a beautiful wild brook, 
which I had discovered in a glen, There was one 
place where a small waterfall, leaping from among 
rocks into a natural basin, made a scene such as 
a poet might have chosen as the haunt pi some 
shy Naiad. It was here I usually retired to 
banquet on my novels. In visiting the place this 
morning I traced distinctly, on the Miargin of the 
basin, which was of fine clear sand^ the prints of 
a female foot ot the most slender and delicate 
proportions. This was sufficient for an imagina- 
tion like mine. Robinson Crusoe himself, when 
he discovered the print of a savage foot on the 
betich of his lonely island, could not have been 
more suddenly assailed with thick-coming fancies; 

I endeavored to track the steps, but they only 
j>assed for a few paces along the fine sand, and 
then were lost among thp herbage. 1 remained 
gazing in reverie upon this passing trace of love-, 
liness. It evidently was not made by any of my 
sisters, for they knew nothing of this haunt ; be- 
side, the foot was smaller than theirs ; it was re- 
markable for its beautiful delicacy. 

My eye accidentally caught two or three half- 
withered wild flowers lying on the ground. The 
unknown nymph had doubtless dropped them 
from her bosom ! Here v/as a new cfocument of 
taste and sentiment. I treasured them up as in- 
valuable relics. The place, too, where I found 
them, was remarkably picturesque, and the most 
beautiful part of the brook. It was overhung 
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with a' fine elm, entwined witl\ gmpe-vines. She 
who coiild select such a spot, who could delight 
in^ wild brooks, and wild flowCfs. and silent soli- 
tudes, iriust have fancy, and feeling^, and tender- 
ness • and with all these qualities, she must be 
beautiful 1 

But who could be this Unknown, that had thus 
passed by, as in a morning' dream, leaving merely 
flowers and fairy footsteps \.o tell of her loveli- 
ness ? There was a mystery in it that bewildered 
me. It was so vague and disembodied, like 
those *• airy tongties that syllable men's names" 
in solitude. Every attempt to solve the mystery 
was vain. I could hear of no being in the neigh- 
borhood to whom this trace could be ascribed. I 
haunted the spot, and became daily more and 
more enamored. Never, surely, was passion 
more pure and spiritual, and never lover in more 
dubious situation. My case could be compared 
only to that of the amorous prince in the iairy tale 
of Cinderella ; but he had a glass slipper on which 
to lavish his tenderness. 1, alas ! was in love 
with a iootstep f 

The imagination is alternately a cheat and a 
dupe ; nay, more, it is the most subtle of cheats, 
for it cheats itself and becomes the dupe of its 
own delusions. It conjures up ** airy nothings," 
gives to them a " local habitation and a name," 
and then bows to their control as implicitly as 
though they were realities. Such was now my 
case. The good Numa could not more thorough- 
ly have persuaded himself that the nymph Egeria 
hovered about her sacred fountain and communed 
with him in spirit, than I had deceived myself 
into a kind of visionary intercourse with the airy 
phantoni fabricated in my brain. I constructed 
a rustic seat at the foot of the tree where I had 
discovered the footsteps. I made a kind ol 
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bower there, where I used to pass my .mornings 
reading poetry and romances. I carved, hearts 
and darts on the tree, and hung it with garlands. 
My heart was full to overflow! nj^* and wanted 
some faithful bosom into which it might relieve 
itself. What is a lover without a conhdante ? I 
thought at once of my sister Sophy, my early play- 
mate, the sister of my affections. She was so 
reasonable, too, and of such correct feelings, air 
ways listening to my words as oracular sayings, 
and admiring my scraps ot poetry as the very in- 
spirations of the muse. From such a devoted, 
such a rational being, what secrets could I have ? 

I accordingly took her one morning to my fa- 
vorite retreat. She looked around, with delighted 
surprise, upon the rustic seat, the bower, the tree 
carved with emblems of the tender passion. Sht 
turned her eves upon me to inquire the meaning. 

** Oh, Sophy,** exclaimed I, clasping both her 
hands in mine, and looking earnestly in her face* 
•* I am in love»" 

She started with surprise. 

•• Sit down," said I, '* and I will tell you all.*' 

She seated herself upon the rustic bench, and I 
went into a full history of the footstep, with all the 
associations of idea that had been conjured up by 
my imagination. 

Sophy was enchanted ; it was like a fairy tale ; 
she had read of such mysterious visitations in 
books, and the loves thus conceived were always 
for beings of superior order, and were always 
happy. She caught the illusion in all its force ; 
her cheek glowed ; her eye brightened. 

** I dare say she's pretty," said Sophy, 

••Pretty!" echoed I,'* she is beautiful!" I 
went through all the reasoning by which I had 
logically proved the fact to my own satisfaction. 
I dwelt upon the evidences of her taste, her sensi- 



bifity to the beauties of nature ; her toft medita- 
tive habit, that delighted In Solitude. *'0h," said 
I, claspidgfmy hatidd, "to have such a companion 
to. wander through these scenes ; to sit with her 
by. this murmufing stream J to wreathe garlands 
round her brows | to hear the music of her voice 
minglingf with the whisperings of these groves ; 
to^'* 

Delightful! delightful I'* cried Sophy; 
what a sweet creature she must be ! Sne is 

J'ust the friend I want. How I shall dote upon 
ler J Oh, mjr dear brother 1 you must not keep 
hec all to yourself* You mu^t let me have some 
share of her V* 

X caught hef to my bosom t ** Vou shall-*-yoii; 
shall !**■ cried 1, ** my dear Sophy j wewiUalllivie 
for each oth^r.r* 
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The conversation with Sophy heightened the il- 
lusions of my mind ; and the manner in which 
she had treated my day-dream identified it with 
facts and persons and gave it still more the stamp 
of reality. I walked about as one in a trance, 
heedless of the world around and lapped in an 
elysium of the fancy. 

In this mood I met one morning with Glencoe* 
He accosted me with his usual smile, and was 
proceeding with some general observations, bw| 
paused and fixed on me an inquiring eye. 

•• What is the matter with you ?" said he, ** you 
seem agitated ; has anything in particular hap^ 
pened ?** 

•• Nothing,** said I, hesitating ; *' at least noth- 
ing worth communicating to you.** 

'* Nay, my dear young^ friend,** said he 
'• whatever is of sufficient importance to agitaid 
yoii is worthy of being communicated to me. ' * 
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** Well ; btit my thoxig'htft are running on -wftat 
you would think a frivolous subject.*' 

*' No subject is frivolous that has the power to 
awaken strong feelings.'* 

"What think you," said I, hesitating, "What 
think you of loVe ?" 

Glencoe almost Started at the question. ** Do 
you call that a frivolous subject ?' ' replied he* 
*• Believe me, there is none fraught with such 
deep, such vital interesti If you talk, indeed, of 
the capricious inclination awakened by the mere 
charm of perishable beauty, I grarft it to be idle 
in the extreme ; but that love which springs from 
the concordant sympathies of virtuous hearts j 
that love which is awakened by the perception of 
moral excellence, and fed by meditation on intel- 
lectual as well as personal beauty ; that is a pas* 
sion which refines and ennobles the human heart. 
Oh, where is there a sight more nearly approach- 
ing to the intercourse of angels, than that of two 
young beings, free from the sins and follies of the 
world, mingling pure thoughts, and looks, and 
feelings, and becoming as it were soul of one soul 
and heart of one heart ! How exquisite the si- 
lent converse that they hold j the soft devotion of 
the eye, that needs no words to make it eloquent I 
Yes, my friend, if there be anything in this weary 
world worthy of heaven, it is the pure bliss of 
such a mutual affection !" 

The words of my worthy tutor overcame all 
farther reserve. ** Mr. Glencoe," cried I, blush- 
ing still deeper, **I am in love.'* 

"And is that what you were ashamed to tell 
me ? Oh, never seek to conceal from your friend 
so important a secret. If your passion be un- 
v/orthy, it is for the steady hand of friendship to 
pluck it forth ; if honorable, none but an enemy 
would seek to stifle it. On nothing^ does the char* ' 



MOffNTJeTr 8» 

dCts;jp 'an4 happiness- bo much depend as on the 
first affection of the heart. W^re you caught by 
some fteetiRg and superficial charm — a bright 
eye, a blooming cheek, a sqft voice, or a volup- 
tuous farn[>— -I would warn you to beware ; 1 would 
tell you that beauty is but a passing gleam of the 
morning, a perishable flower i that accident may ^ 
becloud and blicfht it, and that at best it must 
soon pass away. But were you in love with suchj 
a one as I could describe ; young in years, but 
still younger in feelings ; lovely in person, but as 
a type of the mind's beauty ; soft in voice, in to- 
ken of gentleness of spirit ; blooming in counte- 
nance, like the rosy tints of morning kindling 
with. the- promise of a genial day ; an eye beam- 
ing with the bemgnity of a happy heart ; a cheer- 
ful temper, alive to all kind impulses, and frank- 
ly difikising its own felicity ; a self-poised mind^ 
ths^t needs not lean on. others for support ; an ele- 
gant taste, that can embellish solitude, and fur- 
nish out its own enjoyments'*— 

•' My dear sir," cried I, for I could contain 
myself no longer, "you have described the very 
person !" 

'* Why, then, my dear young friend," said he, 
affectionately pressing my hand, "in God's 
name, love on !" ______ 

For the remainder of the day I was in some such 
state of dreamy beatitu<le as a Turk is said to enjoy 
when under tne influence of opium. It must be 
already manifest how prone I was to bewilder 
myself with picturings of the fancy, so as to con- 
found them with existing realities. In the present 
instance, Sophy and Glencoe had contributed to 
promote the transient delusion. Sophy, dear girl, 
nad. as usual joined with nf\e in my castle-build- 
ing, a^d indulged in the same train of imaginings, 
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wHile Glenco«, duped by my enthasiasm, irmly 
believed that I spoke of a being' I had seen and 
known. By their sympathy with my feelirtgs they 
in a manner became associated with the Unknowa 
in my blind, and thus linked her with the circle 
of my intimacy. ' 

In the evening, our family party was assembled 
in the hall, to enjoy the refreshing breeze. Sophy 
was playing some favorite Scotch airs on thef 
piano, while Glencoe, -seated apart, with his fore- 
head resting on his hand, was buried in one of 
these pensive reveries that made him so interest- 
ing to me. 

'* What a fortunate being I- am 1" thought I, 
•* blessed with such a sister and such alriend ! 
I have only to find out this amiable Unknown, to, 
wed her, and be hap^y ! What a paradise will, 
be my home, graced with a partner of such ex- 
quisite refinement! It will be a perfect fairy 
bower, buried among sweets and roses. Sophy 
shall live with us, and be the companion of all 
our enjoyments. Glencoe, too, shall no more be 
the solitary being that he now appears. He shall 
have a home with us. He shall have his study, 
where, when he pleases, he may shut himself up 
from the world, and bury himself in his own re- 
flections. His retreat shall be sacred ; no one 
shall intrude there ; no one but myself, who wiU 
visit him now and then, in his seclusion, where 
we will devise grand schemes together for the im- 
provement of mankind. How delightfully our 
days will pass, in a round of rational pleasures 
and elegant employments ! Sometimes we will 
have music ; sometimes we will read ; sometimes 
we will wander through the flower garden, when 
I will smile with complacency on every flower my 
wife has planted ; while in the long winter even- 
ings the ladies will sit at their work, and listen 
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wiihiiuslied^aUenticm.to Glencoe aad mpelf, as 
we discuss the abstruse doctrines oi metaphysics." 

From this dielcctable reverie, I wa* startled by 
my father's slappingme on th« shoulder ; ** What 
possesses the lad ?" cried he ; ** here have I been 
speaking to you half a dozen times, without re- 
ceiving an answer.'* 

'* Patdon me, sir," replied I ; " I was so com- 
pletely lost in thought, that I did not hear you." 

** Lost in thought ! And pray what were you 
Chinking of ? Some of your philosophy, I sup- 
pose." • 

*• Upon my word," said my sister Charlotte, 
with an arch laugh, ** I suspect Harry's in love 
again." 

"And if 1 were in love, Charlotte," said I, 
somewhat nettled, and recollecting Glencoe's en- 
thusiastic eulogy of the passion, *' if I were in 
love, is that a matter of jest and laughter ? Is 
the tenderest and most fervid affection that can 
animate the human J^reast, to be made a matter 
of cold-hearted ridicule ?" 

' My sister cglored, " Certainly not, brother ! — 
nor did I mean to make it so, or to say anything 
that should wound your feelings. Had I really 
suspected you had formed some genuine attach- 
ment, it would have been sacred in my eyes ; but 
— but, "said she, smiling, as if at some whimsical 
recollection, " J thought that you — you might be 
indulging in another little freak of the imagina- 
tion." 

•* I'll wager any money," cried my father, ** he 
has fallen in love again with some old lady at a 
wmdow f* 

'* Oh no !" cried my dear sister Sophy, with 
the most gracious warmth ; " she is young and 
beautiful." 

"From what I understand," said Glencoc, 
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rousing^ hihiself, " she must be lovely ia mind j^s 



m person.'* 



I found my friends were getting m€ into a fine 
scrape. I began to perspire at every pore, and 
felt my ears tingle. 

** Well, but," cried my father, ** who is she ?— 
what is she ? Let us hear something about her." 

This was no time to explain so delicate a mat- 
ter. I caught up my hat, and vanished out of 
the house. 

The moment I was in the open air, and alone, 
my heart upbraided me. Was this Tespectful 
treatment to my father — to such a father, too — 
who had always regarded me as the pride of his 
age — the staff of his hopes ? It is true, he was 
apt sometimes to laugh at my enthusiastic flights, 
and did not treat my philosophy with due re- 
spect ; but when had ne ever thwarted a wi^ of 
my heart ?^ Was I then to act with reserve toward 
him, in a* matter which might affect the whole 
current of my future life ? ** I have don« 
wrong," thought I; "but it is not too late to 
remedy it. I will hasten back and open my 
whole heart to my father !" 

I returned accordingly, and was lust on the 
point of entering the house, with my heart full of 
filial piety, and a contrite speech upon my Jifis, 
when I heard a burst of obstreperous laughter 
from my father, and a loud titter from my two 
elder sisters. 

" A footstep !" shouted he, as soon as he coiild 
recover himself ; " in love with a footstep ! Why, 
this beats the old lady at the window 1" And 
then there was another appalling burst of laughter. 
Had it been a clap of thunder, it could hardly 
have astounded me more completely. Sophy, in 
the simplicity of her heart, had told all, and had 
set my father's risible propensities in full action. 
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Never was poor mortal so thoroughly crest- 
failen as myself. ' 'f he whole delusioa was at an 
end. I drew off silently from the house, shrink- 
ing smaller and smaller ctt every fresh peal of 
laughter ; arid wandering about until the family 
had retired, stole quietly to my bed. Scarce any 
sleep, however, visited my eyes that night ! I lay 
overwhelmed with mortification, and meditating 
how I might meet the family in the morning. The 
idea of ridicule was always mtolerablc to me ; but 
to endure it on a subject by which my feelings had 
been so much excited, seemed worse than death. 
I almost determined, at one time, to get up, saddle 
my horse, and ride off, I knew not whither. 

At length 1 canie to a resolution. Before going 
down to breakfast, I sent for Sophy, and employ- 
ed her as ambassador to treat formally in the 
matter. I insisted that the subject should be 
buried irt oblivion ; otherwise I would not show 
my face at table. It was readily agreed to ; for 
not one of the family would have given me pain 
for the world. They faithfully kept their prom- 
ise. Not a word was said of the matter ; but 
there were wry faces, and suppressed titters, that 
went to my soul ; and whenever my father looked 
me in the face, it was with such a tragi-comical 
leer — such an attempt to pull down a serious brow 
upon a whimsical mouth — that I had a thousand 
times rather he had laughed outright. 



For a day or two after the mortifying oc- 
currence just related, I kept as much as pos- 
sible out of the way oi the family, and wan- 
dered about the fields and woods by myself. I 
was sadly out of tune ; my feelings were all 
jarred and unstrung. The birds sang from every 
grove, but I took no pleasure in their melody ; and 
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!he flowers of the fidd bloomed utiheeded around 
me. To be cfrossed in love, is bad enough \ but 
then one can fly to poetry for relief, and tBra 
cite* s woes to account in toal-subduing stanzas. 
But to have one's -whole passion, object and all, 
annihilated, dispelled, proved to be such stuff as 
dreams are ftiade of — or, worse than all, to be 
turned into a proverb and a jest — ^what consola- 
tion is there in such a case ? 

I avoided the fatal brook where I had seen the 
footstep. My favorite resort was now the banks 
of the Hudson, where I sat upon the rocls and 
mused upoi> the current that dimpled by, or the 
waves that laved the shore ; or watched the bright 
mutations of the clouds, aoid the shifting lights 
and shadows of the distant mountain. By de- 
grees a returning serenity stole over my feelings ; 
and a sigh now and then, gentle and easy, and 
unattended by pain, showed that my heart was 
recovering its susceptibility. 

As I was sitting in this musing mood my eye 
became gradually fixed upon an object that was 
borne along by the tide. It proved to be a little 
pinnace, beautifully modelled, and gayly painted 
and decorated. It was an unusual sight in this 
neighborhood, which >vas rather lonely ; indeed, 
it was rare to see any pleasure-barks in this part 
of the river. As it drew nearer, I perceived that 
there was no one on board ; it had apparently 
drifted from its anchorage. There was not a 
breath of air ; the little bark came floatiivg along 
on the glassy stream, wheeling about with the 
eddies. At length it ran aground, almost at the 
foot of the rock on which I was seated. I de- 
scended to the margin of the river, and drawing 
the bark to shore, admired its light and elegant 
proportions add the taste with which it was ntted 
up. The benches Vv^cre covered with cushions, 



and its long^'streamcr was of silk- On one of the 
eushiotts lay a lady's glove, ot delicate size and 
shape, with beautifully tapered fingers. I in- 
stantly seized it. and thrust it in my bosom; it 
seiemed a match tor the fairy footstep that had so 
fiauscinated me. 

In a monnent all the romance of my bosom was 
again in a glow. Here was one of tne very inci- 
dents of fairy tale ; a bark sent by some invisible 
power, some good genius, or benevolent fairy, to 
wait me to some delectable adventure. I recol- 
lected something of an enchanted bark, drawn by 
white swans, that conveyed a knight down the 

. current of the Rhine, on some enterprise connect- 
ed with love and beauty. The glove, too, showed 
that there was a lady fair concerned in the present 
adventure; It might be a gauntlet of defiance, 
to dare me to the enterprise. 

In. the spirit of romance and the whim of the 
moment, I sprang on board, hoisted the light sail, 
and pushed from shore. As if breathed by some 
presiding power, a light breeze at that moment 
sprang up, swelled out the sail; and dallied with 
the silken streamer. For a time I glided along 
under steep umbrageous banks, or across deep 
sequesterea bays; and-thcn stood out over a wide 

' expansion of the river toward a high rocky prom- 
ontory. It was a lovely evening ; the sun was set- 
ting in a congregation of clouds that threw the 
whole heavens in a glow, and were reflected in 

« the river. I delighted myself- with all kinds of 
fantastic fancies, as to what enchanted island, 
or mystic bower, or necromantic palace, I was 
to be conveyed by the fairy bark. 

In the revel oi my fancy I had not noticed that 
the TOrgeous congregation of clouds which hadso 
Tx^uai delighted me was in fact a gathering thun- 
der ^st. I perceived the truth too late. The 
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clouds came hurrying on, darkening as. they ad- 
vanced. The whole face of nature was suddenly 
changed, and assumed that baleful and livid tint, 
predictive of a storm. I tried to gain the shore, 
but before I could reach it a blast of wind struck 
the water and lashed it at once into foam. The 
next moment it overtook the boat. Alas ! I was 
nothing of a sailor ; and my protecting fairy for- 
sook me in the moment of peril. I endeavored .to 
lower the sail ; but in so doing I had to quit th« 
helm ; the bark was overturned in an instant, and 
I was thrown into the water. I endeavored to 
cling to the wreck, but missed my hold; being a 
poor swimmer I soon found myself sinking, but 
grasped a light oar that was floating by me. It 
was not sufficient for my support ; 1 again sank 
beneath the surface ; there was a rushing and bub- 
bling sound in my ears, and all sense forsook me. 



How long I remained insensible, I know not. 
I had a confused notion of being moved and tossed 
about, and of hearing strange beings and strange 
voices around me ; but all was like a hideous 
dream. When I at » length recovered full con- 
sciousness and perception, I found myself in bed 
in a spacious chamber, furnished with more taste 
than I had been accustomed to. The bright rays 
of a morning sun were intercepted by curtains of 
a delicate rose color, that gave a soit, voluptuous 
tinge to every object. Not far from mv bed, on 
a classic tripod, was a basket of beautiful exotic 
flowers, breathing the sweetest fragrance. 
*• Where am X ? How came I here.?** 
I tasked my mind to catch at some previous 
event, from which I might trace up the thread of 
existence to the present moment. By degrees I 
called to mind the fairy pinnace, my glaring em- 



MOUNTJOT. 97 

barkation, my adventurous voyag^e, and my disas^ 
trous shipwreck. Beyond that, all was chaos. 
How came I here ? What unknown region had I 
landed upon ? The people that inhabited it must 
be gentle and amiable, and of elegant tastes, for 
they loved downy beds, fragrant flowers, and 
rose-colbred curtains. 

. While I liy thus musing, the tones of a harp 
reached my ear. Presently they were accom- 
panied by a female voice. It came from the room 
oelow ; but in the profound stillness of my cham- 
ber not a modulation was lost. My sisters were 
all considered good musicians, and sang very 
tolerably ; but I had never heard a voice like this. 
There was no attempt at difficult execution, or 
striking- effect ; but there were exquisite in- 
flexions, and tender turns, which art could not 
reach. Nothing but feeling and sentiment could 
produce them, h was soul breathed forth in 
sound. I was always alive to the influence of 
music ; indeed, I was susceptible of voluptuous 
influences of every kind — sounds, colors, shapes, 
and fragrant odors. I was the very slave of sen- 
sation. 

I lay mute and breathless, and drank in every 
note of this syren strain. It thrilleil through my 
whole frame, and filled my soul with melody ana 
love. I pictured to myself, with curious logic, the 
form of the unseen musician. Such melodious 
sounds and exquisite inflexions could only be pro- 
duced by organs of the most delicate flexibility. 
Such organs do not belong to coarse, vulgar 
forms ; they are the harmonious results of fair 
proportions, and admirable symmetry. A being 
so organized must be lovely. 

Again my busy imagination was at work. I 
called to mind the Arabian storj' of a prince, 
borne away during sleep by a good genius, to 
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the distant abode of a princess of ravishlhg 
beauty. I do not pretend to say that f believed 
in having experienced a similar transportation ; 
but it was my inveterate habit to cheat myself 
with fancies of tiie kind, and to give the tinge of 
illusion to surrounding realities. 

The witching sound had ceased, but its vibra- 
tions still played round my heart, and filled it 
with a tumult of soft emotions. At this moment, 
a self-upbraidine^ pangf shot through mv bosom. 
** Ah, recreant!' a voice seemed to exclaim, ** is 
this the stability of thine affections ? What ! 
hast thou so soon forgotten the nymph of the 
fountain ? Has one song, idly piped in thine ear, 
been sufficient to charm awav the cherished ten- 
derness of a whole summer ?' 

The wise may smile* but I am in a confiding 
mood, and must confess my weakness. I felt a 
degree of compunction at this sudden infidelity^ 
yet I could not resist the power of present fascina- 
tion. Mv peace of mind was destroyed by con- 
flicting claims. The nymph of the fountain came 
over my memory, with all the associations o£ 
fairy footsteps, shady groi^es, soft .echoes, and 
wild streamlets ; but this new passion was pro- 
duced by a strain of soul-subduing melody, still 
lingering in my car, aided by a downy bed, fra- 
grant flowers, and rose-colored curtains. '* Un- 
happy youth!** sighed I to myself, ** distracted 
by such rival passions, and the empire of thy 
heart thus violently contested by the sound of a 
voice, and the print of a footstep 1" 



I had not remained long in this mood, when I 
heard the door of the room gently opened. I 
turned my head to see what inhabitant of this en« 
chanted palace should appear ; w^hether page in 



greeny a -hideousdwarf, er ^gf ard iaitr. It was 
my own man Scipio. He advanced wiih cautious 
step, and was delighted, as he said, to find me so 
much myself again. My first qoestions were as 
to where I was and how I came there ? Scipio 
told me a long story of his having been fishing in 
a canoe at the time o£ my hair-brained cruise ; of 
his noticing the gathering squall, and my im- 
pending danger ; of his hastening to join me, but 
arriving just in time to snatch me from a watery 
grave ; of the great difficulty^ in restoring me to 
animation ; and of n>y being subsequently con- 
veyed, in a state of insensibility, to this mansion. 

•* But where am I ?** was the reiterated de* 
mand. 

'* In the house of Mr. Somerviile." 
- '•Somerville — Somervillel" I recollected to 
have heard that a gentleman of that name had re- 
cently taken up his residence at some distance 
from my father's abode^ on the opposite side of 
the Hudson. He was commonly known by the 
name oi ** French Somerville," from having 
passed part of his early life in Franee^ and from 
his exhibiting traces of French taste in his mode 
of living, and the arrangements of his house. In 
£act« it was in his pleasure-boat, which had got 
adrift, that I had made my fanciful and disastrous 
cruise. All this was simple, straightforward matter 
of fact, and threatened to demolish all the cobweb 
romance I had been spinning, when fortunately I 
again heard the tinkling of a harp. I raised my- 
self in bed and listened. 

** Scipio,'* said I, with some little hesitation, 
" I heard some one singing just now. Who was 
it ?•' 

** Oh, that was Miss Julia." 

•' Julia I Julia ! Delightful i what a name ! 
And, Scipio— is she— is she pretty ?" 
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Scipio grinned from ear to ear. . *' Except, Miss 
Sophy, she was the most beautiful young lady Ije 
had ever seen." . 

I should observe, that my lister Sophia wa^ 
considered by all the servants a paragon of. pec- 
fection. . • 

Scipio now offered to remove the basket of flow- 
ers ; ne was afraid their odor might betob p6wet<- 
f ul ; but Miss Julia had given them that morning 
to be placed in my room. > 

These flowers, then, had been gathered by the 
fairy fingers of my unseen beauty ; that sweet 
breath which had nlled my ear with melody hatl 
passed over them. I made Scipio hand them to 
me, culled several of the most delicate, and lafd 
them on my bosom. 

Mr. Somerville paid me a visit not long after- 
ward. He was an interesting study for me, for 
he was the father of my unseen beauty, and 
probably resembled her. I scanned him closely. 
He was a tall and elegant man, with an open, 
affable manner, and an erect and graceful car- 
riage. His eyes were bluish-gray, and, though 
not dark, yet at times were sparkling and expres- 
sive. His hair was dressed and powdered, and 
bemg lightly combed up from his forehead, added 
to the loftiness of his aspect. He was fluent in 
discourse, but his conversation had the quiet tone 
of polished society, without any of those bold 
flights of thought, and picturings of fancy, which 
I so much admired. 

My imagination was a little puzzled, at .first, to 
make out of this assemblage of personal and 
mental qualities, a picture that should harmonize 
with my previous idea of the fair unseen. By 
dint, however, of selecting what it liked, and giv- 
ing a touch here and a touch there, it soon lur- 
nished out a satisfactory portrait. 
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••Julia must be tall/* thoug^ht I, " and of exqui- 
site gT^ace and dignity. She is not quite so 
courtly as. her father, lor she has been brought 
cp in the retirement of tlie country. Neither is 
shoof such vivacious deportment; for the tones 
of her voice are soft and plaintive, and she loves 
pathetic music. She is rather pensive— yet not 
too pensive ; just what is called interesting. Her 
eyes are like her father* s, except that they are of a 
purer blue, and more tender and languishing. 
She has light hair— not exactly flaxen, for I do not 
Kke flaxen hair, but between that and auburn. 
In ai word, she is a tall, elegant, imposing, Ian- 
^guishing blue-eyed, Toniantic^looking^ beauty." 
And having thus finished her picture, I felt ten 
times more in love with her than ever. 



I felt so much recovered that I would at once 
have left my room, but Mr. Somerville objected 
to it. He had sent early word to my family of 
my safety ; and my father arrived in the course of 
the morning. He was shocked at learning the 
risk I had run, but rejoiced to find me so much 
restored, and was warm in his thanks to Mr; 
Somerville for his kindness. The other oinly re- 
quired, in return, that I might remain two or 
three days as his guest, to give time for my re- 
covery, and for our forming a closer acquaint- 
ance ; a request which my father readily granted. 
Scipio accordingly accompanied my father home, 
and returned with a supply of clothes, and with 
affectionate letters from my mother and sisters. 

The next morning, aidea by Scipio, I made my 
toilet with rather more dare than usual, and de- 
scended the stairs with some trepidation, eager to 
see the original of the portrait which had been so 
completely pictured in itoy imagination. 
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On entering the parlor, I found it desertecj.. 
Like the rest of the house, it was furnished in a 
foreign style. The curtains were of French silk ; 
there were Grecian couches, marble table;^ pier-' 
glasses, and chandeliers. What chiefly attracted 
my eye, were documents of female taste that I 
saw around me ; a piano, with an ample stock of 
Italian music : a bookol poetry lying on the sofa ;. 
a vase of fresh flowers on a table, and a portfolio 
open with a skilful and half-finished sketch of 
them. In the window was a canary bird, in a gilt 
cage, and near by, the harp that had been in 
Julia's arms. Happy harp ! But where was the 
being that reigned in this little empire of delica- 
cies ? — that breatked poetry and song, and dwelt 
among birds and flowers, and rose-colored cur- 
tains ? 

Suddenly I heard the hall door fly open, the 
quick pattering of light steps, a wild, capricious 
strain of music, and the shrill barking of a dog. 
A light, frolic nymph of fifteen came tripping into 
the room, playing on a flageolet, with a little 
spaniel romping after her. Her gipsy hat had 
fallen back upon her shoulders ; a profusion of 
glossy brown hair was blown in rich ringlets 
about her face, which beamed through them with 
the brightness of smiles and dimples. 

At sight of me she stopped short, in the most 
beautiful confusion, stammered out a word or two 
about looking for her father, glided out of the 
door, and I heard her bounding up the staircase, 
like a frighted fawn, with the little dog barking 
after her. 

When Miss Somerville returned to the parlor, 
she was quite a different being. She entered, 
stealing along by her mother's side with noiseless 
step, and sweet timidity : her hair was prettily 
adjusted, and a soft blush mantled on her damaSK 
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cheek. Mr. Somerville accompanied the ladies, 
and introduced me regularly to them. There 
were many kind inquiries and much sympathy 
expressed, on the subject of my nautical accident, 
arid some remarks upon the wild scenery ot the 
neighborhood, with which the ladies eeemed per- 
fectly acquainted. 

" you must know," said Mr. Somerville,** that 
we are great navigators, and delight in exploring 
every nook and comer of the river. My daugh- 
ter, too, is a great hunter of the picturesque, and 
transfers every rock and glen to her portfolio. 
By the way, my dear, show Mr. Mountjoy that 
pretty scene you have lately sketched." Julia 
complied, blushing, and drew from her portfolio 
a colored sketch. I almost started at the sight. 
It was my favorite brook, A sudden thought 
darted across, my mind. I glanced down my eye. 
and beheld the divinest little foot in the world. 
Oh, blissful conviction ! The struggle of my 
afiections was at an end. The voice and the foot- 
step were no longer at variance. Julia Somervill? 
was the nymph ot the fountain I 



What conversation passed during breakfast I 
do not recollect, and hardly was conscious of at 
the time, for my thoughts were in complete con- 
fusion. I wished to gaze on Miss Somerville, but 
did not dare. Once, indeed, I ventured a glance, 
Sfie was at that moment darting a similar one 
from under a covert of ringlets. Our eyes seemed 
shocked by the rencontre, and fell ; hers through 
the natural modesty of her sex, mine through a 
bashfulness produced by the previous workings of 
my imagination. That glance, however, went 
like a sun-beam to my heart. 

A convenient mirror favored my diffideiwei an4 



m TBE OB A TOy J'APEBS, 

gave me the reflection of Miss Somervifle's form. 
It is true it only presented the back of her head^ 
but she had the merit of an ancient statue ; con- 
template her from anjr point of view, she was 
beautiful. And yet she was totally different from 
everything I had before conceived of beauty. 
She was not the serene, meditative maid that I 
had pictured the nymph of the fountain ; nor the 
tall, soft, languishing, blue-eyed, dignified being. -• 
that I had fancied the minstrel of the harp. 
There was nothing of dignity about her : she was 
girlish in her appearance, and scarcely of the 
middle size ; but then there was the tenderness of 
budding youth ; the sweetness of the half-blown 
rose, when not a tint or perfume has been with- 
ered or exhaled ; there were smiles and dimples, 
and all the soft witcheries of ever^varying ex- 
pression. I wondered that I could ever have ad- 
mired any other style of beauty. 

After breakfast, Mr. Somerville departed to at-' 
tend to the concerns of his estate, and gave me in 
charge of the ladies. Mrs. Somerville also was 
called away by household cares, and I was left 
alone with Julia! Here, then, was the situation 
which of all others I had most coveted. I was in 
the presence of the lovely being that had so long 
been the desire of my heart. We were alone ; 
propitious opportunity for a lover ! Did I seize 
upon it? Did I break out in one ot my accus^ 
tomed rhapsodies ? No such thing ! Never was 
being more awkwardly embarrassed. 

•* What can be the cause of this ?" thought T, 
•• Surely, 1 cannot stand in awe of this youne^ 
girl. I am of course her superior in intellect, anq 
am never embarrassed in company with my tutor, 
notwithstanding all his wisdom." 

It was passing stranee. I felt that if she were 
an old woman. I should be quite at my ease ; if 
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she were even an ugly woman, I should make 
out venr well : it was her beauty that overpowered 
me. How little do lovely women know what 
awful beings they are, in the eyes of inexperi- 
enced youth \ Young men brought up iu the 
fashionable circles of our cities will smile at all 
this. Accustomed to mingle incessantly in female 
society, and to have the romance of the heart 
deadened by a thousand frivolous flirtations,, 
women are nothing but women in their eyes ; but 
to a susceptible youth like myself, brought up in 
the country, they are perfect divinities. 

Miss Somerville was at first a little embarrassed 
herself ; but, some how or other, women have a 
natural adroitness in recovering their self-posses- 
sion ; they are more alert in their minds, and 
graceful in their manners. Beside, I was but an 
ordinary personage in Miss Some rvi lie's eyes ; 
she was not under the influence of such a singular 
course of imaginings as had surrounded her, in 
my eyes, with the illusions of romance. Perhaps, 
too, she saw the confusion in the opposite camp 
and gained courag^e from the discovery. At any 
rate she was the hrst to take the field. 

Her conversation, however, was only on com- 
mon-place topics, and in an easy, well-bred style. 
I endeavored to respond in the same manner ; but 
I was strangely incompetent to the task. My 
ideas were frozen up ; even words seemed to fail 
me. I was excessively vexed at myself, lor I 
wished to be uncommonly elegant. I tried two or 
three times to turn a pretty thought, or to utter a 
fine sentiment ; but it would come forth so trite, 
so forced, so mawkish, that I was ashamed of it. 
My very voice sounded discordantly, though I 
sought to modulate it into the softest tones, 
•* The truth is," thought I to myself, " I cannot 
bring my mind down to the small talk necessary 
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for voun|^ girls ; it is too tnasculine and robust 
ior trie mincing measure^of parlor gossip* I am ^ 
philosopher — and that accounts for it/' 

The entrance of Mrs. Somervtlle at length 
gave me relief. I at once breathed freely, and 
jlelt a vast deal of confidence come over tne. 
'**This is strange,** thought I, ** that the appear- 
jance of another woman should revive my cour* 
;age ; that I should be a better match lor two 
women than one. However, since it is so, I will 
take advantage of the circumstance, and let this 
young lady see that I am not so great a simpleton 
as she probably thinks me.** 

I accordingly took up the book of poetry which^ 
lay upon the sofa. It was Milton's ** Paradise 
Lost." Nothing could have been more fortunate ; 
it afforded a fine scope for my favorite vein of 
grandiloquence. I went largely into a discussion 
of its merits, or rather an entnusiastic eulogy of 
them. My observations were addressed to Mrs. 
Somerville, for I found I could talk to her with 
more ease than to her daughter. She appeared 
alive to the beauties of the poet, and disposed to 
meet me in the discussion ; but it was not my ob- 
ject to hear her talk ; it was to talk myself. I 
anticipated all she had to say, overpowered her 
with the copiousness of my ideas, and supported 
and illustrated them by long citations from the 
author. 

While thus holding forth, I cast a side glance 
to see how Miss Somerville was affected. Sho 
had some embroidery stretched on a frame before 
her, but had paused in her labor, and was look- 
ing down as if lost in mute attention. I felt a 
glow of self-satistaction, but I recollected, at the 
same time, with a kind of pique, the advantage she 
had enjoyed over me in our t^te-k-t^te. I deter- 
mined to push my triumph, and accordingly kept 
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Qfi with redoubled ardor, ^ntil I had fairly ex- 
hausted my subject, or rather my thoughts. 

i had scarce come to a full stop, when M^ss 
SpmervUle raised he?" eyes Irom the work on which 
they had been fixed, and turning to her mother, 
observed : ** I have been considering, mamma, 
whether to work these flowers plain, or in colors.** 

Had an ice-bolt shot to my heart, it could not 
have chilled me more effectnaliy. ** What a fool,** 
thought I, •* have I be^n making myself — squan* 
dering away fine thoughts, and fine language, 
upon a light mind, and an ignorant ear 1 This 
girl knows nothing o£ poetry. She has no soul, I 
fear, for its beauties. Can any one have real sen- 
sibility of heart, and not be filive to poetry ? 
However, she is young ; this part of her education 
has, been neglected : there is time enough t,a 
remedy it. I will be her preceptor. I will kindle 
in her mind the sacred flame, and lead her 
through the fairy land of song. But after all, it is 
rather unfortunate that I should have fallen in 
love with a woman who knows nothing of poetry." 



I passed a day not altogether satisfactory. I 
was a little disappointed that Miss Somerville did 
not show more poetical feeling. *' I am afraid, 
after all," said I to myself, ** she is light and girl- 
ish, and more fitted to pluck wild flowers, play on 
the flageolet, and romp with little dogs than to 
converse with a man of my turn." 

I believe, however, to tell the truth, I was more 
out of humor with myself. I thought I had made 
the worst first appearance that ever hero made, 
either in novel or fairy tale. I was out of all 
patience, when I called to mind my awkward at- 
tempts at ease and eleeance, in the t€te-k-t€te. 
Ana then my intolerable long lecture about poetry 
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to catch the applause of a heedless au4itor f But 
there I was not to blame. 1 had certainly been 
eloquent : it was her fault that the eloquence was 
wasted. To meditate upon the embroidery of a 
flower, when I was expatiating on the beauties of 
Milton ! She might at least have admired the 
poetry, if she did not relish the manner in which 
It was delivered : though that was not despicable, 
for I had recited passages in my best style, which 
my mother and sisters had always considered 
equal to a play. **0h, it is evident," thought I, 
•'.Miss Somerville has very little soul I" : 
- Such were my fancies and cogitations -during 
the day, the greater part of which was spent ift: 
my chamber, for 1 was still languid. My evening, 
was passed in the drawing-room, where I ovej>* 
looked Miss Somerville's portfolio of . sketches-- 

They were executed with great taste, an<t 
showed a nice observation of the peculiarities of 
nature. They were all her own, and free from 
those cunning tints and touches of the drawing- 
master, by which young ladies* drawings, like 
their heads, are dressed up for company. There 
was no garish and vulgar trick of colors, either ; 
all was executed with singular truth and sim- 
plicity. 

•* And yet," thought I/* this little being, whjo 
has so pure an eye to take in, as in a limpid 
brook, all the graceful forms and magic tints of 
nature, has no soul for poetry I" 

Mr. Somerville, toward the latter part <A the 
evening, observing my eye to wander occasiour 
ally to the harp, interpreted and met my wishes 
with his accustomed civility. 

"Julia, my dear," said he, "Mn Mountjoy 
would like to hear a little music from your harp.;. 
let us h.earv too,: the sound of your \"oice.!'; r . 

Julia immediately complied, without any of that 
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hesitation and difficulty, by which youn? ladies 
a¥e apt %6 make company pay dear for bad music. 
She^^ sang- a sprightly strain, iri a brilliant style, 
that cam^ trilitng pliayfully over the ear; and the 
bright eye and dimpling smile showed that her 
little heart danced with the song. Her pet canary 
bird, who hiing cloSe by, was awakened by the 
music; and burst forth into an emulating strain. 
Julia smiled with a pretty air of defiance, and 
played louder. 

Alter some time, the music changed, and ran 
into a plaintive strain, in a minor key. Then it 
was, that all the former witchery of her voice 
came over me ; then it was that she seemed to 
sing from the heart and to the heart. Her fingers 
moved about the chords as if they scarcely 
touched them. Her whole manner and appear- 
ance changed ; her eyes beamed with the softest 
expression ; hier countenance, her frame, all seem- 
ed subdued into tenderness. She rose from the 
harp, leaving it still vibrating with sweet sounds, 
and moved toward her lather, to bid him good 
night. 

His eyes had been fixed on her intently, during 
lier performance. As she came before him he 
parted her shining ringlets with both His hands, 
and looked down with the fondness of a father on 
her innocent face. The music seemed still lin- 
gering in its lineaments, and the action of her 
MUher brought a moist gleam in her eye. He 
kissed her fair forehead, after the Frencn mode 
of parental caressing: **Good night, and God 
bless you," said he, ** my good little girl !" 

Julia tripped away, with a tear in her eye, a 
dimple in her cheek, and a light heart in her 
bosom. I thought it the prettiest picture of pater- 
nal and filial affection I had ever seen. 

When I retired to bed, a new train of thoughts 
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crowded into mv brain. ** Aftef aH,-' said I to 
myself, '* it is clear this girl has a st^u), though 
she was not moved by my eloquence. She has ail 
the outward signs and evidences of poetic feeling. 
She paints well, and has an eye for nature. She is a 
fine musician, and enters into the very soul of song. 
What a pity that she knows nothing of poetry ! 
But we will see what is to be done ? I am irre- 
trievably in love with her ; what then am I to do ? 
Come down to the level of her mind; or endeavor 
to raise her to some kind of intellectual equality 
with myself ? That is the most geti^rbus bourse. 
She will look up to me as a benefactor. I shall 
become associated in her mind witti the lofty 
thoughts and harmonious graces of poetry. . She 
is apparently docile : beside the difference ojE our 
ages wilL^ive me an ascendancy over her. She 
cannot be above sixteen years of age, and I am 
full turned to twenty." So, having built this most 
delectable of air castles, I fell asleep. 



The next morning I was quite a different be- 
ing. I no longer felt fearful of stealing a glance 
at Julia ; on the contrary, I contemplated her 
steadily, with the benignant eye of a benefactor. 
Shortly after breakfast 1 found myself alone with 
her, as I had on the preceding morning ; but I 
felt nothing of the awkwardness of our pr^ious 
t€t€-3L-t^te. 1 was elevated by the consciousness 
of my intellectual superiority, and should almost 
have felt a sentiment of pity for the ignorance of 
the lovely little being, if I had not lelt also the 
assurance that I should be able to dispel it. 
•* But it is time," thought I* ** to open school." 

Julia was occupied in arranging some music 
on her piano. I looked over two, or three songs ; 
they were Moore* s Irish melodies. 
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, '* These are pretty things !'* said I, flirting the 
leaves over h'gntly, and giving a slight shrug, by 
way. of qualifying the opinion. 

**bh, I love them of all things,** said Julia, 
*' they're so touching !** 

*' Then you like them for the poetry," said I, 
with an encouraging smile. 

*• Oh yes ; she thought them charmingly writ- 
ten." ' . 

Now was my time. ** Poetry," said I, assum- 
ing a didactic attitude and air, " poetr)* is one of 
the most pleasing studies that can occupy a youth*^ 
i\x\ miad< It renders us susceptible of the gentle 
impulses of humanity, and cherishes a delicate 
perception of all that Is virtuous and elevated in 
fnoralSr and graceful and beautiful in physics. 

1 was gojng oil in a style that would have 
graced i professor of rhetoric, when I saw a light 
smile playing about Miss Somerville's mouth, 
and that she began to turn over the leavee of a 
music-book. I recollected her inattention to my 
discourse of the preceding morning. ** There is 
no fixing her light mincH" thought I, " by ab- 
stract theory ; we will proceed practically." As 
it happened, the identical volume of Milton's Par- 
adise Lost was lying at hand. 

** Lei me recommeiid to you, my young friend, 
said I, in one of those tones of persuasive admo- 
nitioni which I had so often loved in Glencoe, 
" let me recommend to you this admirable poem ; 
you will find in it sources of intellectual enjoy- 
ment far superior to those songs which have de- 
lighted you. * Julia looked at the book, and then 
at me,^ with a whimsically dubious air. " Mil- 
ton's Paradise Lost ?" said she ; " oh, I know 
the greater part of that by heart." 

2 nad not expected to find my pupil so fir ad- 
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vanced ; however, the Paradise Lost is. a, kind of 
school-book, and its finest passages are give ij to 
young ladies as tasks. 

'/I find," said I to myself, *^ I must not treat 
h^X as so complete a novice ; her inattention yeS-. 
terday could not have proceeded from absolute 
ignorance, but merely from a want of poetic Jeel- 
ing. i'll try her again." 

I now determined to dazzle her with my own 
erudition, and launched into a harangue that; 
would have done honor to an institute. Pope, 
Spenser,' Chaucer, and the old dramatic writers 
were all dipped into, with the excursive flight of a 
swallow. I did not confine myself to English 
poets, but gave a glance at the French and Italian 
schools ; 1 passed over Ariosto in full wing, but 
paused on Tasso's Jerusalem Delivered. I dwelt 
on the^ character of Clorinda : ** There's a char- 
acter,'* said I» "that you will find v/ell worthy a 
woman's study. It shows to what exalted. heights 
of heroism the sex can rise, how gloriously they 
may share even in the stern concerns of men." 

** For my part," said Julia, gently taking ad- 
vantage of a pause, "for my part, I prefer the 
character of Sophronia." 

I was thunderstruck. She then had read Tas- 
so ! This girl that I had been treating as an ig- 
noramus in poetry ! She proceeded with a slight 
glow of the cheek, summoned up perhaps by a 
casual glow of feeling : 

I do not admire those masculine heroines," 
said she, " who aim at the bold qualities of the 
opposite sex. Now Sophronia only exhibits the 
real qualities of a woman, wrought up to their 
highest excitement. She is modest, gentle, and 
retiring, as it becomes a woman to be ; but shi* 
has all the strength of affection proper to a 
woman. She cannot fight for her people as Clor- 
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inda dbds, but she can offer herself up, and die to 
serve tJiem. You may admire Clorinda, but you 
surely would be. more apt to love Sophronia ; at 
least/*, added she, suddenly appearing to recol- 
lect herself, and blushing at naving launched 
into such a discussion, ** at least, that is what 
papa observed when we read the poem together. " 

/'Indeed,'* said I, dryly, for I felt disconcerted 
and nettled at being unexpectedly lectured by my 
pupil; "indeed,! do not exactly recollect the 
passage. - 

':•^Ph,*/ said Julia, •♦! can- repeat it to you ;" 
and she inimediately gave it in Italian. 

Heavens and earth I^^here was a situation ! I 
knew no more of Ftalian than I did of the lan- 
giiage of Psalmanazan What a dilemma for a 
wptHd-be-wise mau to be placed in J 1 saw Julia 
waited for inyopjinioh. 

;** In fact,* said I, hesitating, ** I — I do not ex- 
actly understand Italian." 

** Oh,^' said Julia, with the utmost naivete, ** I 
have no doubt it is very beautiful in the transla- 
tion.** 

r was glad to break up school, and get back to 
my chamber, full of the mortification which a wise 
man in love experiences on finding his mistress 
wiser than himself. ** Translation ! translation !** 
muttered I to myself, as I jerked the door shut be- 
hind me : ** I am surprised my father has never 
had me instructed in the modern languages* 
They are all-important. What is the use of Latin 
and Greek ? No one speaks them ; but here, the 
moment I make my appearance in the world, a 
little girl slaps Italian m my face. However, 
thank neaven, a language is easily learned. The 
moment I return home, 1*11 set about studying 
Italian ; and to prevent future surprise, 1 will 
study Spanish and German at the same time ; and 
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young lady attempts tp quote Italiao upon 
rain, I'll bury her under a heap of Hig[h 
poetry r* 



if any 
me agai , 
Putch poetry 



I felt now like som^ mighty chieftain, who ha3 
carried the war into a weak country, with full 
confidence of success, and been repulsed and 
obliged to draw off his forces from before some 
inconsiderable fortress. 

** HoWever,*' thought!, '* I have as yet brought 
only my light artillery into action ; we shall see 
what is to be done with my heavy ordnance. Ju- 
lia is evidently well versed in poetry ; but it is 
natural she should be so ; it is allied to painting 
and music, and is congenial to the light graces St 
the female character. We will try her on graver 
themes." 

I felt all my pride awakened ; it even for a time 
Swelled higher than my love. I was determined 
completely to establish my mental superiority, 
and subdue the intellect of this little being ; it 
would then be time to sway the sceptre of gentle 
empire, and win the affections of her heart 

Accordingly, at dinner I again took the field, ea 
poience, I now addressed myself to Mr. Som- 
erville, for I was about to enter upon topics in 
which a young girl like her could not be well 
versed. I led, or rather forced, the conversation 
into a vein of historical erudition, discussing sev- 
eral of the most prominent facts of ancient his» 
tory, and accompanying them with sound, indis- 
putable apothegms. 

Mr. Somerville listened to me with the air of 
a man receiving information. I was encour- 
aged, and went on gloriously from theme to theme 
of school declamation. I sat with Marius on the 
ruins of Carthage ; I defended the bridge with 
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poratius Cgejle^ ;. thrust my hand into the flame 
with Martius Scaevola, and plunged with Curtius 
into the yawning gulf ; I fought side by side 
with Leonidas, at the straits of Thermopylae ; and 
\yas going full drive into the i)attle of Platsea, 
When my m^niory, which is the worst in the 
world, failed me, just as I wanted the name of 
the Lacedemonian commander. 

"Julia, my deaf," said Mr. Somerville, '* per- 
haps you may recollect the name of which Mr 
Mcuntjoy is in quest ?" 

Julia colored, slightly. **I believe," said she, 
in a low voice, ** I believe it was Pausanius.' 

This unexpected sally, instead of reinforcing 
me, threw my whole scheme of battle into confu- 
sion, and the Athenians remained unmolested in 
the field. 

1 am half inclined, since, to think Mr. Somer- 
Mlle meant this as a sly hit at my schoolboy 
pedantry ; but he was too well bred not to seek 
to relieve me from my mortification. ** Oh 1" 
said he, ** Julia js our family book of reference 
for names, dates, and distances, and has an ex- 
cellent memory for history and geography." 

I now became desperate ; as a last resource I 
trirned to metaphysics. *' If she is a philosopher 
in petticoats," thought I, ** it is all over with me." 
Here, however, I had the field to myself. I gave 
chapter and verse of my tutor's lectures, height- 
ened by all his poetical illustrations ; I even went 
further than he had ever ventured, and plunged 
into such depths of metaphysics, that I was in 
danger pf sticking in the mire at the bottom. 
Fortunately, I had auditors who apparently could 
not detect my flounderings. Neither Mr. Somer- 
ville nor his daughter offered the least interrup- 
tion. 

When the ladies had retired, Mr, Somerville 
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sat some time with me ; and as I was no langei^ 
anxious to astonish, I permitted myselt to listen, 
and found that he was really agreeable. He was. 
quite communicative, and from hid conversation 1 
was enabled to form a juster idea of his daughter's 
character, and the mode in which she had been' 
brought up. Mr. Somerville had mingled much 
with the world, and with what is termed fashion- 
able society. He had experienced its cold ele- 
gancies and gay insincerities ; its dissipation of 
the spirits and squanderings of the heart. Like 
manv men of the world, though he had wandered 
too far from nature ever to return to it, yet he had- 
the good taste and good feeling to look back fond- 
ly to its simple delights, and to determine that his 
child, if possible, should liever leave them. He 
had superintended her education with scrupulous 
care, storing her mind with the graces of polite 
literature, and with such knowledge as would 
enable it to furnish its own amusement and occu- 
pation, and giving her all the accomplishments 
that sweeten and enliven the circle ol domestic 
life. He had been particularly sedulous to ex- 
clude all fashionable affectations ; all false senti- 
ment, false sensibility, and false romance. 
••Whatever advantages she may possess,'* said 
he, *' she is quite unconscious of them. She is a 
capricious little being, in everything but her af- 
fections ; she is, however, free from art ; simple, 
ingenuous, amiable, and, I thank God ! happy." 

Such was the eulogy of a fond father, delivered 
with a tenderness that touched me. I could not 
help making a casual inquiry, whether, among 
the graces of polite literature, he had included a 
slight tincture of metaphysics. He smiled, and 
told me he had not. 

On the whole, when, as usual, that night, I 
summed up the day*s observations on my pfllow. 
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I sra&.not altogether dissatisfied. ** Miss Somer- 
vilie,'.* said I, ** loves poetry, and I like her the 
better for it, Shehastheadvantageof me in Ital- 
ian ; agreed ; what is it to know a variety of lan- 
guages, but merely to have a variety of sounds to 
express the same idea ? Original thought is the 
ore of the mind ; language is but the accidental 
stamp and coinage by which it is put into circu- 
lation. If I can furnish an original idea, what 
care I how many languages she can translate it 
into ? She may oe able also to quote names and 
dates, and latitudes better than I ; but that is a 
mere effort of the memory. I adn:it she is more 
accurate in history and geography than I ; but 
then she knows nothing of metaphysics." 
. I had now sufficiently recovered to return 
home ; yet I could not think of leaving Mr. Som- 
erville's without having a little further conversa- 
tion with him on the subject of his daughter's ed- 
ucation. 

** This Mr. Somerville," thought I, " is a very 
accomplished, elegant man ; he has seen a good 
deal oi the world, and, upon the whole, has prof- 
ited by what he has seen. He is not without in- 
formation, and, as far as he thinks, appears to 
think correctly ; but after all, he is rather super- 
ficial, and does not think profoundly. He seems 
to take no delight in those metaphysical abstrac- 
tions that are the proper aliment of masculine 
minds, I palled to mind various occasions in 
t which I had indulged largely in metaphysical dis- 
cussions, but could recollect no instance where I 
had beea able to draw him out. He had listened, 
it is true, with attention, and smiled as if in ac- 
quiescence, but had always appeared to avoid re- 
ply. Beside, I had made several sad blunders in 
the glow of eloquent declamation; but he had 
never interrupted me, to notice and correct them. 
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as he would have done had he been versed ia the 
theme. 

"Now, it is really a great pity/* resumed I, 
'* that he should have the entire management of 
Miss Somerville's education. What a vast ad- 
vantage it would be, if she could be put for a lit- 
tle time under the superintenaence of Glencoe. 
He would throw some deeper shades of thought 
into her mind, which at present is all sunshine ; 
not but that Mr. Somerville has done very well, 
as far as he has gone ; but then he has merely 
prepared the soil for the stronfi^ plants of useful 
Knowledge. She is well versea in the leading 
facts of history, and the general course of belles- 
lettres," said I ; '* a little more philosophy would 
do wonders." 

I accordingly took occasion to ask Mr. Somer- 
ville for a few moments' conversation in his study, 
the morning I was to depart. When we were 
alone I opened the matter fully to him. I com- 
menced with the warmest eulogium of Glencoe's 
powers of mind, and vast acquirements, and as- 
cribed to him all my proficiency in the higher 
branches of knowledge. I begged, therefore, to 
recommend him as a friend calculated to direct 
the studies of Miss Somerville ; to lead her mind, 
by degrees, to the contemplation of abstract prin- 
ciples, and to produce habits of philosopnical 
analysis; ** which," added I, gently smiling, 
•* are not often cultivated by young ladies." I 
ventured to hint, in addition, that he would find 
Mr. Glencoe a most valuable and interesting ac- 
quaintance for himself ; one who would stimulate 
and evolve the powers of his mind ; and who 
might open to him tracts of inquiry and specula- 
tion, to which perhaps he had hitherto been a 
stranger. 

Mr. Somerville listened with irrave attention. 
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Whfen r had finished, he thanked liic in the politest 
manner for the interest I took in the welfare of 
his daughter and himself. He observed that, as 
it regarded himself, he was afraid he was too old 
to benefit by the instruction of Mr. Glencoe, and 
that is to his daughter, he was afraid her mind 
was but little fitted for the study of metaphysics. 
"I do not wish," continued he, ** to strain her 
intellects with subjects they cannot grasp, but to 
make her familiarly acquainted 'with those that 
are within the limits of her capacity. 1 do not 
pretend to prescribe the boundariesi of female 
genius, aiid am far from indulging th« vulgar 
opinion, that women are unfitted by nature for 
the highest intellectual pursuits. I speak only 
with reference to my daughter's tastes and tal- 
ents. She will nevex make a learned woman; 
nor in truth, do I desire it ; for such is the jeal- 
ousy of our sex, as to mental as well as physical 
ascendancy, that a learned woman is not always 
the happiest. I do not wish my daughter to ex- 
cite envy, or to battle with the prejudices of the 
world ; but to glide peaceably through life, on 
the good will and kind opinions of. her friends. 
She has ample employment for her little head, in 
the course I have marked out for her ; and is busy 
at present with some branches of natural history, 
calculated to awaken her jferceptions to the beau- 
ties and wonders of nature, and to the inexhausti- 
ble volume of wisdom constantly spread open be- 
fore her eyes. I consider that woman most likely 
to make an agreeable companion, who can draw 
topics of pleasing remark from every natural ob- 
ject ; and most likely to be cheerful and content- 
ed, who is continually sensible of the order, the 
harmony, and the invariable beneficence, that 
reign throughout the beautiful world we in- 
habit. •* 
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** But/* added, he, smiling, ** I am betraying 
myself into a lecture, instead of merely giving a ' 
reply to your kind offer. Permit me to take the 
liberty, in return, of inquiring a little about yoUr 
own pursuits. You speak of having finished your 
education ; but of course you have a line of pri- 
vate study and mental occupation marked out ; 
for you must know the importance, both in point 
. of interest and happiness, of keeping the mind em- 
ployed. May I ask what system you observe in 
your intellectual exercises ?' 

"Oh, as to, system," I observed, "I could 
never bring myseif into anything of the kind. I 
thought it best to let my genius take its own 
course, as it always acted the most vigorously' 
when stimulated by inclination." 

Mr. Somerville shook hvs head. ** This same 
genius," said he, ** is a wild quality, that runs 
away with our most promising young men. It 
has become so much the fashion, too, to give it 
the reins, that it is now thought an animal of 
too noble and generous a nature to be brought to 
harness. But it is all a mistake. Nature nev^er 
designed these high endowments to run riot 
through society, and throw the whole system into 
confusion » No, my dear sir, genius, unless it 
acts upon system, is very apt to be a useless qual- 
ity to society ; sometimes an injurious, and cer- 
tainly a very uncomfortable one, to its possessor. 
I have had many opportunities of seeing the prog- 
ress through life ot young men who were account- 
ed geniuses, and have found it too often end in early 
exhaustion and bitter disappointment ; and have as 
often noticed that these effects might be traced to a 
total want of system. There were no habits of busi- 
ness, of steady purpose, and regular application, 
superinduced upon the mind ; everything was left 
to chance and impuise« and native luxuriance, and 
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everything of course ran to waste and wild en- 
tanglement. Excuse me if I am tedious on this 
Cointj Ipr I feel solicitous to impress it upon you, 
eingan error extremely prevalent in our country 
and one into which too many of our yuuth have 
fallen. I am happy, however, to observe the zeal 
which still appears to actuate you for the acquisi- 
tion of knowledge, ai>d augur every good from 
the elevated bent of your ambition. May I ask 
what has been your course of study for the last 
six nvqnths V\ . - 

Never was question more unluckily timed. For 
the last six months I had been absolutely buried 
in novels and romances. 

Mr. Somerville perceived that the question was 
enabarrassing, and with his invariable good breed- 
ing, inMnediately .resumed the coaversation, with- 
out waiting for a reply. He took care, however, 
to turn it in such a way as to draw from me an 
account of the whole manner in which I had been 
educated, and the various currents of reading into 
which my mind *had run. He then went on to 
discuss, briefly but impressively, the different 
branches of knowledge most important to a young 
man in my situation ; and to my surprise 1 found 
him a complete master of those studies on which 
I had supposed him ignorant, and on which I had 
been descanting so confidently. 

He complimented me, however, very gracious- 
ly, upon the progress I had made, but advised 
me iov the present to turn my attention to the 
physical rather than the moral sciences. ** These 
studies," said he, ** store a man's mind with val- 
uable facts, and at the same time repress self- 
, confidence, by letting him know how boundless 
are the realms of knowledge, and how little we 
can pQjjsibly know. Whereas metaphysical stud- 
ies, though of an ingenious order of intellectual 
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employment, are apt to bewilder some miQd3 
with vague speculations. They neveV knowjiow 
far they have advanced, or what inay be the cor* 
rectness of their favorite theory. They render 
many of our young men verbose and declamatory, 
and prone to mistake the aberrations of their fancy 
for the inspirations of divine philosophy." 

I could not but interrupt him, to assent to the 
truth of these remarks, and to say • that it had 
been my lot, in the course of my limited experi- 
ence, to encounter young men of the kind, who 
had overwhelmed me by their verbosity. 

Mr. Somerville smiled. '* I trust, * said he, 
kindly, ** that you will guard against these errors- 
Avoid the eagerness with which a young man is 
apt to hurry into conversation, and to utter the 
crude and ill-digested notions which he has pick- 
ed up in his recent studies. Be assured that ex- 
tensive and accurate knowledge is the slow acqui- 
sition of 4 studious lifetime ; that a young man, 
however pregnant his w^it, and prompt his talent^ 
can have mastered but the rudiments of learning, 
and, in a manner, attained the implements of 
study. Whatever may have been your past assi- 
duity, you must be sensible that as yet you have 
but reached the threshold of true knowledge ; but 
at the same time, you have the advantage that 
you are still very young, and have ample time to 
learn." 

Here our conference ended. I walked out of 
the study, a very different being from what I was 
on entering it. I had gone in with the air of a 
professor about to deliver a lecture ; I came out 
like a student who had failed in his examination, 
and been degraded in his class. 

** Very young," and "on the threshold of 

knowledge !" This was extremely flattering, to 

one who had considered himself an accomplished 
scholar, and prolouua philosopher. 
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•• It is singular.** thought I ; *' there ^eetns to 
fiave been a spell upon my faculties, ever since I 
have beeft in this house. I certainly have not 
been able to do myself justice. Whenever I have 
tindertaken to advise, I have had the tables turned 
upon me.. It must be that Lam strange and diffi- 
dent among people I am noi accustomed to, I 
wish they could hear me talk at home !" 
.'** After all,** added I, on further reflection, 
** after all there is a great deal of force in what 
Mr. Somerville has said. Somehow or other, 
these men of the world do now and then hit upon 
remarks that would do credit to a philosopher. 
Some of his general observations came so hopne, 
that 1 almost thought they were meant for myself. 
His advice about adopting a system of study is 
very judicious. I will immediately put it in 
practice. My mind shall operate henceforward 
with the regularity of clock-work." 

How far I succeeded in adopting this plan, how 
I fared in the further pursuit of knowledge, and 
how I succeeded in 'my suit to Julia Somerville, 
may afford matter lor a further communication to 
the public, if this simple record of my early life id 
fortunate enough to excite any curiosity. 



THE GREAT 
MISSISSIPPI B UBBLE. . 

**A Time of unexampled Prosperity." 



In the course of a voyage from England, I once 
fell in with a convoy of merchant ships, bound 
for the West Indies. The weather was uncom- 
monly bland ; and the ships vied with each other 
in spreading sail to catch a light, favoring breezci 
until their hulls were almost hidden beneath a. 
cloud of canvas. The breeze went down with 
the sun, and his last yellow rays shone upon a 
thousand sails, idly flapping against the masts. 

I exulted in the beauty of the scene, and au- 
gured a prosperous voyage ; but the veteran mas- 
ter of the ship shook his head, and pronounced 
this halcyon calm a ** weather-breeder." And 
so it proved. A storm burst forth in the night; 
the sea roared and raged ; and when the day 
broke, I beheld the late gallant convoy scattered' 
in every direction ; some dismasted, others scucl- 
ding under bare poles, and many firing signals of 
distress. 

I have since been occasionally reminded of this 
scene, by those calm, sunny seasons in the com- 
mercial world, which are known by the name of 
'•times of unexampled prosperity.** They are 
the sure weather-breeders of traffic. Every now 
and then the world is visited by one of these de- 
lusive seasons, when ** the credit system," as it 
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i8 called, expands- to, full luxuriance, everybody 
trusts everytJody jJa bad debt is a tWng" unheard 
of ; the broad way to certain and sudden wealth 
lies plain and open ; and men are tempted to 
dash" forv^ard boldly, from the facility of borrow- 

Promissory notes, interchanged between schem. 
ing individuals, are liberally discounted at the 
banks, which become so many mints to coin 
yrords into cash ; and as the supply of words is 
inexhaustible, it may readily be supposed what a 
vast amount of promissory capital is soon in cir- 
culation. Every one now talks in thousands ; 
nothing is heard but gigantic operations in trade ; 
great purchases and sales of real property, and 
immense sums made at every transfer. All, to be 
sure, as yet exists in promise ; but the believer in 
promises calculates tne aggregate as solid capi- 
tal, and falls back in amazement at the amount 
of public wealth, the ** unexampled state of pub- 
lic prosjjerity/* 

Now is tne time for speculative and dreaming 
or designing men. They relate their dreams and 
projects to the ignorant and credulous, dazzle 
them with golden visions, and set them madding 
after shadows. The example of one stimulates 
another; speculation rises on speculation ; bub- 
ble rises on bubble ; every one helps with his 
breath to swell the windy superstructure, and ad* 
mires and wonders at the magnitude of the infla* 
tion he has contributed to produce. 

Speculation is the romance of trade, and casts 
contempt upon all its sober realities, It renders 
the stock-jobber a magician, and the exchange a 
region of enchantment. It elevates the merchant 
into a kind of knight errant, or rather a commer- 
cial Quixote. The slow but sure gains of snug 
percentage become despicable in his eyes;. no 
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" operation'* is thought worthy o! att«nUon, that ^ 
does not double or treWe the investment.. No . 
business is worth following, that does not (H'omi&e ? 
an immediate fortune. As he sits musing^ ovef 3 
his ledger, with pen behind his ear, he is like La^ 
Mancha's hero in his study, dreaming over his'' 
books of chivalry. His dusty counting-house 
fades before his eyes, or changes into a Spanish . 
mine ; he gropes after diamonds, or dives alter 
pearls. The subterranean garden of Aladdin is 
nothing to the realms of wealth that break upon 
his imagination. 

Could this delusion always last, the life of a 
merchant would indeed be a golden dream ; but 
it is as short as it is brilliant. Let but a doubt 
enter, and the ** season of unexampled prosperity'* 
is at end. The coinage of words is suddenly cur- 
tailed ; the promissory capital begins to vanish 
into smoke ; a panic succeeds, and the whole su- 
perstructure, built upon credit^ and reared by 
speculation, crumbles to the ground, leaving 
scarce a wreck behind : 



<< 



It is such stuff as dreams are made of.'* 



When a man of business, therefore, hears on 
every side rumors of fortunes suddenly acquired ;■ 
when he finds banks liberal, and brokers busy ; 
when he sees adventurers flush of paper capital, 
and full of scheme and enterprise ; when he per^- 
ceives a greater disposition to buy than to sell j 
when trade overflows its accustomed channels 
and deluges the country ; when he hears of new 
regions of commercial adventure ; of distant 
marts and distant mines, swallowing merchandise 
and disgorging gold j when he finds joint stock 
companies of all kinds forming ; railroads, ca- 
nals, and locomotive engines, springing up on 
every side ; when idlers suddenly become men of 
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btii^iness, slnd dash into -the game of commerce 
as they would into the hazards of the faro table ; 
wiien he beh<ylds the streets glittering with new 
equipages, palaces conjured up by the magic of 
speculation ; tradesmen flushed with sudden suc< 
cess, and vying with each other in ostentatious ex- 
pense ; in a word, when he hears the whole corrv- 
munity joining in the theme of ** unexampled 
prosperity,*' let him look upon the whole as a 
'* weather-breeder/* and prepare for the impend- 
ing storm* 

The foregoing remarks are intended merely as 
a prelude to a narrative I am about to lay before 
the public, of one of the most memorable in- 
stances of the infatuation of gain, to be found in 
the whole history of commerce. I allude to the 
famous MissibSippt bubble. It is a matter that 
has passed into a proverb, and become a phrase 
in every one's mouth, yet of which not one mer- 
chant in ten has probably a distinct idea. I have 
therefore thought that an authentic account of 
it would be interesting and salutary, at the pres- , 
ent nwment, when we are suffering under the 
effects of a severe access of the credit system, 
and just recovering from one of its ruinous delu- 
sions. 



Before entering into the story of this famous 
chimera, it is proper to give a few particulars 
concerning the individual who engendered it. 
John Law v/ds born in Edinburgh in 1671. His 
father, William Law, was a rich goldsmith, and 
left his son an estate of considerable value, called 
Lauriston, situated about four miles from Edin- 
burgh. Goldsmiths, in those days, acted occa- 
sionally as bankers, and his father's operations, 
under this character, may have originally turned 
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ts of the youth to the science of calcu- 
I'hicK he became an adept ^ so that at 
;c he excelled in playing at all games 
iion. 

he appeared in London, where a 
person, and an easy and insinuating 
lined him currency in the first circles, 
ck-name ol " Beau Law." The same 
dvantages ^ave him success in the 
illantry, until he became involved in a 
th Beau Wilson, his rival in fashion, 
illed in a duel, and then fled to France, 



ned to Edinburgh in 1700, and remain- 
verUl years ; duringwhich time he first 
lis ^reat credit system, offering to 
deficiency of coin by the establishment 
which, according to his views, might 
jer currency equivalent to the whole 
ite of the kingdom. 

me excited great astonishment in Ed- 
l>ut, though the government was not 
advanced in financial knowledge to 
fallacies upon which it was founded, 
utionand suspicion served in the place 
, and the project was rejected. Law 
better success with the English Par- 
nd the fatal affair of the death of Wil- 
anging over him, lor which he had 
L able to procure a pardon, he again 
ince. 

incial affairs of France were at this 
deplorable condition. The wars, the 
profusion, of Louis XIV,, and his re- 
secutions of whole classes of the most 
of his subjects, had exhausted his 
nd overwhelmed the nation with debt, 
lonarch clung to his selfish magnifi- 
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cence, and could not be, induced to diminish his 
enormous expenditure ; and his minister of 
finance was driven to his w;ts' end to devise all 
kinds of disastrous expedients to keep up the royal 
state, and to extricate the nation from its embar- 
rassments. 

In this state of things, Law ventured to bring 
forward his financial project. It was founded on 
the plan of the Bank of England, which had al- 
ready been in successful operation several years* 
He met with immediate patronage, and a con- 
genial spirit, in the Duke of Orleans, who had 
married a natural daughter of the king. The 
duke had been astonished at the facility with 
which England had supported the burden of a 
public debt, created by the wars of Anne and 
William, and which exceeded in amount that un- 
der which France was groaning. The whole 
matter was soon explained by Law to his satisfac- 
tion. The latter maintained that England had 
stopped at the mere threshold of an art capable of 
creating unlimited sources of national wealth. 
The duke was dazzled with his splendid views and 
specious reasonings, and thought he clearly com- 
prehended his system. Demarets, the Comp- 
troller General of Finance, was not so easily de- 
ceived. He pronounced the plan of Law more 
pernicious than any of the disastrous expedients 
that the government had yet been driven to. The 
old king also, Louis XIV,, detested all innova- 
tions, especially those which came from a rival 
nation ; the project pf a bank, therefore', was ut- 
terly rejected. 

Law remained for a while in Paris, leading a 
gay and affluent existence, owing to his hand- 
some person, easv manners, flexible temper, and 
a faro-bank which he had set up. His agreeable 
career was interrupted by a message from D*Ar- 
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fenson. Lieutenant General of PoIi(3e, onlering 
im to quit Paris, alleging that he was ''rather^ 
too skilful at the game which he had intro* 
ducedr 

For several succeeding years he shifted his res- 
idence from state to state of Italy and Germany ; 
oftering his scheme of finance to every court that 
he visited, but without success. Tne Duke of 
Savoy, Victor Amadeus, afterward King of Sar- 
dinia, was much struck with his project ; but after 
considering it for a time, replied, *' lam not suf' 
ficiently powerful to ruin myself ** 

The shifting, adventurous lite of Law, and the 
equivocal means by which he appeared to live, 
playing high, and always with great success, 
threw a cloud of suspicion over him^ wherever hfe 
went, and caused him to be expelled by the ma- 
gistracy from the semi-commercial, semi-aristo- 
cratical cities of Venice and Genoa. 

The events of 1715 brought Law back again tcJ 
Paris. Louis XIV. was dead. Louis XV. was a 
mere child, and during his minority the Duke ol 
Orleans held the reins of government as Regent. 
Law had at length found his man. 

The Duke of Orleans has been differently repre* 
sented by different contemporaries. He appears 
to have had excellent natural qualities, perverted 
by a bad education. He was of the middle size, 
easy and graceful, with an agreeable counte- 
nance, and open, affable demeanor. His mind 
was quick and sagacious, rather than profound ; 
and his quickness of intellect, and excellence of 
memory, supplied the lack of studious applica* 
lion. His wit was prompt and pungent ; he ex- 
pressed himself with vivacity and precision ; his 
imagination was vivid, his temperament sanguine 
and joyous ; his courage danng. His mether, 
the Duchess of Orleans, expressed his character in 
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a jeu d*esprit. "The fairies,'* said she,'** were 
irrvited to be present at his birth, and each one 
conferring a talent on my son, he possesses them 
all. Untortunately, we had forgotten to invite an 
old fairy, who, arriving after all the others, ex- 
claimed, * He shall have all the talents, excepting 
that to make a good use of them.' ** 

Under proper tuition, the Duke might have 
risen to real greatness ; but in his early years, he 
was put under the tutelage of the Abb6 Dubois, 
one of the subtlest and basest spirits that ever in- 
trigued its way into eminent place and power. 
The Abb6 was of low origin, and despicable ex- 
terior, totally destitute of morals, and perfidious 
in the extreme ; but with a supple, insinuating 
address, and an accommodating spirit, tolerant 
of all kinds of profligacy in others. Conscious of 
his own inherent baseness, he sought to secure an 
influence over his pupil, by corrupting his princi- 
ples and fostering his vices ; he debased him, to 
keep himself from being despised. Unfortunately 
he succeeded. To the early precepts of this infa- 
mous pander have been attributed those excesses 
that disgraced the manhood of the Regent, and 
gave a licentious character to his whole course of 
government. His love of pleasure, quickened 
and indulged by those who should have restrained 
it, led him into all kinds ot sensual indulgence. 
He had been taught to think lightly of the most 
serious duties and sacred ties ; to turn virtue into 
a jest, and consider religion mere hypocrisy. He 
was a gay misanthrope, that had a sovereign but 
sportive contempt for mankind ; believed that his 
most devoted servant would be his enemy, if in- 
terest prompted ; and maintained that an honest 
man was he who had the art to conceal that he 
was the contrary. 

He surrounded himself with a set of dissolute 
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men like himself ; who, let Ipose from the re- 
straint under which theyr had been held, during 
the latter hypocritical days of Louis XIV., now 
gave way to every kind of debauchery. With 
these men the Regent used to shut himself up, 
after the hours ot business, and excluding all 
graver persons and graver concerns, celebrate 
the most drunken and disgusting orgies ; where 
obscenity and blasphemy formed the seasoning of 
conversation. For the profligate companions of 
these revels, he invented the appellation of his 
rouis, the literal meaning of which is men bro- 
ken on the wheel ; intended, no doubt, to express 
their broken-down characters and dislocated for- 
tunes ; although a contemporary asserts that it 
designated the punishment that most of them 
merited. Madame de Labran^ who was present 
at one of the Regent's suppers, was disgusted by 
the conduct and conversation of the host and his 
guests, and observed at table, that God, after he 
had created man, took the refuse clay that was 
left, and made of it the souls of lacqueys and 
princes. 

Such was the man that now ruled the destinies 
of France. Law found him full of perplexities, 
from the disastrous state of the finances. He 
had already tampered with the coinage, calling 
in the coin of the nation, re-stamping-.it, and issu- 
ing it at a nominal increase of one fifth ; thus de- 
frauding the nation out of twenty per cent of its 
capital. He was not likely, therefore, to be scru- 
pulous about any means likely to relieve him 
from financial difficulties ; he had even been led 
to listen to the cruel alternative of a national 
bankruptcy. 

Under these circumstances. Law confidently 
brought forward his scheme of a bank, that was 
to pay off the national debt, increase the revenue. 
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and at the same time diminish the taxes. The 
following^ is stated aS the theory by which he rec- 
ommended his system to the Regent. The credit 
enjoyed by a banker or a merchant, he observed, 
increases his capital tenfold ; that is to say, he 
who has a capital of one thousand livres, may, if 
he possess sufficient credit, extend his operations 
to a million, and reap profits to that amount. In 
like manner, a state that can collect into a bank 
all the current coin of the kingdom, would be as 
powerful as if its capital were increased tenfold. 
The specie must be drawn into the bank, not by 
way of loan, or by taxations, but in the way ol de- 
posit This might be effected in different modes, 
either by inspiring confidence, or by exerting au- 
thority* One mode, he observed, had already 
been in use. Each- time that a state makes a re- 
coinage, it becomes momentarily the depositary 
of all the money called in, belonging to the sub- 
jects of that state. His bank was to effect the 
same purpose ; that is to say, to receive in deposit 
all the coin of the kingdom, but to give in ex- 
change its bills, which, being of an invariable 
value, bearing an interest, and being payable on 
demand, would not only supply the place of coin, 
but prove a better and more profitable currency. 

The Regent caught with avidity at the 
scheme, it suited his bold, reckless spirit, and 
his grasping extravagance. Not that he was alto- 

f ether the dupe of Law's specious projects ; still 
e was apt, like many other men, unskilled in the 
arcana of finance, to mistake the multiplication 
of money for the multiplication of wealth ; not 
understanding that it was a mere agent or instru- 
ment in the interchange of traffic, to represent the 
value of the various productions of industry ; and 
that an increased circulation of cuin'or bank bills, 
in the shape ol currency, only adds a proportion- 
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ably increased and fictitious value to sucR pro- 
ductions. Law enlisted the vanity of the Reg^ent 
in his cause. He persuaded him that he saw 
more clearly than others into sublime theories of 
finance, which were quite above the ordinary ap- 
prehension. He used to declare that, excepting 
the Regent and the Duke of Savoy, no one had 
thoroughly comprehended his system. 

It is certain that i» met with strong* opposition 
from the Regent's ministers, the Duke de Noail- 
les and the Chancellor d'Anguesseau ; and it was 
no less strenuously opposed by the Parliament oi 
Paris. Law, ho^^ever, had a potent though se- 
cret coadjutor in the Abb6 Dubois, now rising*, 
during the regency, into great political power, 
and who retained a baneful influence over the 
mind of the Regent. This wily priest, as avari- 
cious as he was ambitious, drew large surA« 
from Law as subsidies, and aided him greatly in 
many of his most pernicious operations. He aid- 
ed him, in the present instance, to fortify the 
mind of the Regent against all the remonstrances 
of his ministers and the parliament. 

Accordingly, on the 2d of May, 1716, letters 
patent were granted to Law, to establish a bank 
of deposit, discount, and circulation, under the 
firm of *• Law and Company," to continue for 
twenty years. The capital was fixed at six mil- 
lions of livres, divided into shares of five hundred 
livres each, which were to be sold for twenty-five 
per cent of the regent's debased coin, and seventy- 
five per cent of the public securities ; which were 
then at a great reduction from their nominal 
value, and which then amounted to nineteen hun- 
dred millions. The ostensible object of the bank, 
as set forth in the patent, was to encourage the 
commerce and manufactures of France. The 
louis d'ors and crowns of the bank were always 
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to retain the same standard of value, aad its bills 
to be payable in them on demand. 

At the outset, while the bank was limited in its 
operations, and while its paper really represented 
the specie in its vaults, it seemed to realize all 
that had been promised from it. It rapidly ac- 
quired public confidence, and an extended circu- 
lation, and produced an activity in commerce, 
unknown under the baneful government of Louis 
XIV. As the bills of the bank bore an interest, 
and as it was stipulated they would be of invaria- 
bie value, and as hints had been artfully circula- 
ted that the coin would experience successive di- 
minution, everybody hastened to the bank to ex- 
change gold and silver for paper. So great be- 
^me the throng of depositors, and so intense 
their eagerness, that there was quite a press and 
struggle at the bank door, and a ludicrous panic 
was awakened, as if there was danger of their not 
being admitted. An anecdote of the time relates 
that one of the clerks, with an ominous smile, 
called out to the struggling multitude, ** Have a 
little patience, my friends ; we mean to take all 
your money ;" an assertion disastrously verified 
in the sequel. 

Thus, by the simple establishment of a bank. 
Law and the Regent obtained pledges of confi- 
dence for the consummation of further and more 
complicated schemes, as yet hidden from the 

public. In a little while, the bank shares rose 
enormously, and the amount of its notes in circu- 
lation exceeded one hundred and ten millions of 
livres. A subtle stroke of policy had rendered it 
popular with the aristocracy. Louis XIV. had 
several years previously imposed an income tax of 
a tenth, giving his royal word that it should cease 
in 1 7 17. This tax had been exceedingly irksome 
to the privileged orders ; and in the present dis- 
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astrous times they had dreaded an augmentation 
of it. In consequence of the successful operation 
of Law's scheme, however, the tax was abolished, 
and now nothing was to be heard among the no- 
bility and clergy, but praises of the Regent and 
the bank. 

Hitherto all had gone well, and all might have 
continued to go well, had not the paper system 
been further expanded. But Law had yet the 
grandest part of his scheme to develop. He had 
to open his ideal world of speculation, his El 
Dorado of unbounded wealth. The English had 
brought the vast imaginary commerce of the 
South Sea,s in aid of their banking operations. 
Law sought to bring, as an immense auxiliary of 
his bank, the whole trade of the Mississippi. Un- 
der this name was included not merely the river 
so called, but the vast region known as Louisiana, 
extending from north latitude 29° up to Canada 
in north latitude 40% This country had been 
granted by Louis XIV. to the Sieur Crozat, but he 
had been induced to resign his patent. In con- 
formity to the plea of Mr. Law, letters patent 
were granted in August, 1717, for the creation of 
a commercial company, which was to have the 
colonizing of this country, and the monopoly of its 
trade and resources, and of the beaver or fur trade 
with Canada. It was called the Western, but be- 
came better known as the Mississippi Company. 
The capital was fixed at one hundred millions of 
livres, aivided into shares, bearing an interest of 
four per cent, which were subscribed for in the 
public securities. As the bank was to co-operate 
with the company, the Regent ordered that its 
bills should be received the same as coin, in ^11 
payments of the public revenue. Law was ap- 
pointed chief director of this companv, which was 
an exact copy of the Earl of Oxfora's South Sea 
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Company, set on foot in 171 1, and which distract- 
ed all England with the frenzy of speculation. In 
like manner with the delusive pi ctu rings given in 
that 'memorable scheme of the sources of rich 
trade to be opened in the South Se^ countries, 
Law held forth magnificent prospects of the for- 
tunes to be made in colonizing Louisiana, which 
was represented as a veritable land of promise, 
capable of yielding every variety of the most 
precious produce. Reports, too, were artfully 
circulated, with great mystery, as if to the ** cho- 
sen few,'* of mines of gold and silver recently 
discovered in Louisiana, and which would insure 
instant wealth to the early purchasers. These 
confidential whispers of course soon became pub- 
lic ; and were confirmed by travellers fresh from 
the Mississippi, and doubtless bribed, who had 
seen the mines in question, and declared them su- 
perior in richness to those of Mexico and Peru. 
Nay, more, ocular proof was furnished to public 
credulity, in ingots of gold conveyed to the mint, 
as it just brought from the mines of Louisiana. 

Extraordinary measures were adopted to force 
a colonization. An edict was issued to collect 
and transport settlers to the Mississippi. The 
police lent its aid. The streets and prisons of 
Paris, and of the provincial cities, were swept of 
mendicants and vagabonds of all kinds, who were 
conveyed to Havre de Grace. About six thou- 
sand were crowded into ships, where no precau- 
tions had been taken for their health or accommo- 
dation. Instruments of all kinds proper for the 
working of mines were ostentatiously paraded in 
public, and put on board the vessels ; and the 
whole set sail for this fabled El Dorado, which 
was to prove the grave of the greater part of its 
wretched colonists. 

D'Anguesseau, the chancellor, a man of pro- 
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bity and integrity, still Ufted his voice against the 
paper system of Law, and his project of coloniza- 
tion, and was eloquent and prophetic in picturing 
the evils they were calculatea to produce ; ihe 
private distress and public degradation ; the cor- 
ruption of morals and manners ; the triumph of 
knaves and schemers ; the ruin of fortunes, and 
downfall of families. He was incited more an(J 
more to this opposition by the Duke de Noailles, 
the Minister of Finance, who was jealous of the 
growing ascendancy of Law over the mind of the 
Regent, but was less honest than the chancellor 
in his opposition. The Regent was excessively 
annoyed by the difficulties they conjured up in th0 
way of his darling schemes of finance, and the- 
countenance they gave to the opposition of parlia^ 
ment ; which body, disgusted more and more with 
the abuses of the regency, and the system of Law, 
had gone so far as to carry its remonstrances to 
the very foot of the throne. 

He determined to relieve himself from these two 
ministers, who, either through honesty or policy, 
intrefered with all his plans. Accordingly, on 
the 28th of January, 1718, he dismissed the chan- 
cellor from office, and exiled him to his estate jn 
the country ; and shortly afterward removed the 
Duke de Noailles from the administration of the 
finances. 

The opposition of parliament to the Regent and 
his measures was carried on with increasing vio- 
lence. That body aspired to -an equal authority 
with the Regent in the administration of affairs, 
and pretended, by its decree, to suspend an edict 
of the regency, ordering a new coinage and alter- 
ing the value of the currency. But its chief hos- 
tility was levelled against Law, a foreigner and a 
heretic, and one who was considered by a majority 
of the members in the light of a malefactor. Ih 
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fact, so far was tWs hostility cafried, that secret 
measures were taken to investigate his malversa^ 
tions, and to collect evidence against him ; and it 
was resolved in parliament that, should the testi-* 
mony collected justifytheir suspicions, they would 
have him seized and brought before them ; would 
s^ive him a brief trial, and if convicted, would hang 
him in the courtyard of the palace, and throw 
open the. gates after the execution, that the public 
might behold his corpse I 

Law received intimation of the danger hanging 
over him, and was in terrible trepidation. He 
took refuge in the Palais Royal, the residence of 
the Regent, and implored his protection. The Re- 
gent himself was embarrassed by the sturdy op- 
position of parliament, which contemplated noth- 
mg less than a decree reversing^ most of his pub- 
lic measures, especially those of finance. His in- 
decision kept Law for a time in an agony of terror 
and suspense. Finally, by assembling a board of 
justice, and bringing to his aid the absolute au« 
thority of the King, he triumphed over parliament 
and relieved Law from his dread of being hanged. 

The system now went on with flowing sail. 
The Western or Mississippi Company, being identi- 
fied with the bank, rapidly increased in power 
and privileges. One monopoly after another was 
granted to it ; the trade of the Indian seas ; the 
slave trade with Senegal and Guinea ; the farm* 
ing of tobacco ; the national coinage, etc. Each 
new privilege was made a pretext for issuing 
more bills, and caused an immense advance in the 
price of stock. At length, on the 4th of Decem- 
ber, 17 18, the Regent gave the establishment the 
imposing title of The Royal Bank, and pro- 
claimed that he had effected the purchase of all 
the shares, the proceeds of which he had added to 
its capital. This measure seemed to shock the 
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public feeling more than any other connectcif 
with the system, and roused the indignation of ' 
parliament. The French nation had been so ad- ' 
customed to attach an idea of everything noble, . 
lotty, and magnificent, to the royal name and per- 
son, especially during the stately and sumptuous 
reign 6l Louis XIV., that they could not at first 
tolerate the idea of royalty being in any degree 
mingled with matters ol traffic and finance, and 
the king being in a manner a banker. It was one 
ol the downward steps, however, by which royalty 
lost its illusive splendor in France, and became 
gradually cheapened in the public mind. 

Arbitrary measures now began to be taken to 
force the bills of the bank into artificial currency. 
On the 27th of December appeared an order m 
council, forbidding, under severe penalties the 
payment of any sum above six hundred livres in 
goid or silver. This decree rendered bank bills 
necessary in all transactions of purchase and sale^ 
and called for a new emission. The prohibition 
was occasionally evaded or opposed ; confisca- 
tions were the consequence ; informers were re* 
warded, and spies and traitors began to spring 
up in all the domestic walks of life. 

The worst effect of this illusive system was the 
mania for gain, or rather for gambling in stocks, 
that now seized upon the whole nation. Under 
the exciting effects of lying reports, and the forc- 
ing effects of government decrees, the shares of 
the company went on rising in value until they 
reached thirteen hundred per cent. Nothing was 
now spoken of but the price of shares, and the 
immense fortunes suddenly made by lucky specu- 
lators. Those whom Law had deluded used every 
means to delude others. The most extravagant 
dreams were indulged, concerning the wealth to 
flow in upon the company from its colonies. Its 
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trade, and its various monopolies. It is true, 
nothing as yet had been realized, nor could in 
some time be realized, from these distant sources, 
even if productive ; but the imaginations of specu- 
lators are ever in the advance, and their conjec- 
tures are. immediately converted into facts. Ly- 
ing reports now flew from mouth to mouth, of 
sure avenues to fortune suddenly thrown open. , 
The nio re extravagant the fable, the more readily 
was it believedi To doubt was to awaken anger, 
or incur ridicule. In a time of public infatuation, 
it requires no small exercise of courage to doubt 
a popular fallacy. 

Paris now became the centre of attraction for 
the a.d venturous and the avaricious, who flocked, 
to it, not merely from the provinces, but from' 
neighboring countries. A stock exchange was 
established in a house in the Rue Quincampoix, 
and became immediately the gathering place of 
stock-jobbers. The exchange opened at seven 
o'clock, with the beat of drum and sound of bell, 
and closed at night with the same signals. 
Guards were stationed at each end of the street, 
to maintain order, and exclude carriages and 
horses. The whole street swarmed throughout 
the day like a bee-hive. Bargains of all kinds 
were seized upon with avidity. Shares of stock 
passed from hand to hand, mounting in value, 
one knew not why. Fortunes were made in a 
moment, as if by magic ; and every lucky bargain 
prompted those around to a more desperate throw 
of the die. The fever went on, increasing in in- 
tensity as the day declined ; and when the drum 
beat,, and the bell rang, at night, to close the ex- 
change, there were exclamations of impatience 
and despair, as if the wheel of fortune had sud- 
denly been stopped when about to make its 
luckiest evolution. 
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To engulf all classes in this ruinous vortex. Law 
now split the shares of fifty millions of stock each 
into one hundred shares ; thus, as in the splitting 
of lottery tickets, accommodating the venture to 
the humblest purse. Society was thus stirred up 
to its very dregs, and adventurers of the lowest 
order hurried to the stock market. All honest, 
industrious pursuits, and modest gains, were now 
despised. Wealth was to be obtained instantly, 
without labor, and without stint. The upper 
classes were as base in their venality as the lower. 
The highest and most powerful nobles, abandon- 
ing all generous pursuits and lofty aims, engaged 
in the vile scuffle for gain. They were even baser 
than the lower classes ; for some of them, who 
were members of the council of the regency, 
abused their station and their influence, and pro- 
moted measures by which shares arose while in 
their hands, and they made immense profits. 

The Duke de Bourbon, the prince of Conti, the 
Dukes de la Force and D'Antin were among the 
foremost of these illustrious stock-jobbers. They 
were nicknamed the Mississippi Lords, and they 
smiled at the sneering title. In fact, the usual 
distinctions of society had lost their consequence, 
under the reign of this new passion. Rank, tal- 
ent, military iame, no longer inspired deference. 
All respect for others, all self-respect, were for- 
gotten in the mercenary struggle of the stock- 
market. Even prelates and ecclesiastical corpora- 
tions, forgetting their true objects of devotion, 
mingled among the votaries of Mammon. They 
were not behind those who wielded the civil 
power in fabricating ordinances suited 1o their 
avaricious purposes. Theological decisions forth- 
with appeared, in which the anathema launched 
by the Church against usury, wjis conveniently 
construed as not extending to the traffic in bank 
shares ! 



The Abb^ Dubois eM^^-ed into the mysteries of 
stoek^jobbing with all ^he zeal 9I an apostJe, and 
.pnrichisd himself by the spoils of , the credulous ; 
^nd he ooatitnially drew l^rge sums from Law, as 
CO astde rations for his political influence. Faith- 
less to his pountry, in the course of his gambling 
speculatifwis he transferred to England a great 
amowit of specie, which had been paid into the 
royal treasury ; thus contributing to the subsequ^i^t 
dearth :of Jhe precious nriet^ls* 

The lemale sex partieipatfed in.this sordid frenzy. 
Princesses oi the blood,, and ladies, of the highest 
nobility, were among the most rapacious of stock- 
jobbers. The Regent seemed to have the riches of 
Croesus at his command, and lavished money by 
hundreds of thousands upon his fe^pale relatives 
and favorites, as well as upon his roues, the dis- 
solute companions of his debauches. " My son,* ' 
writes the Regent's mother, in her correspon- 
dence, *' gave me shares to the amount of two- 
millions* which I distributed among my house- 
hold. The King also took several millions for his 
own household. All the royal family have had 
them ; all the children and . grandchildren of 
France, and the princes of the blood." 
: Luxury and extravagance kept pace with this 
suciden inflation of fancied wealth. The heredi- 
tary palaces of nobles were pulled down, and re- 
built on a scale oi augmented splendor. Enter- 
tainments were given, of incredible cost and 
magnificence. Never before had been such dis- 
play in houses, furniture, equipages, and amuse- 
ments. This was particularly the case among 
persons of the lower ranks, who had suddenly be- 
come possessed of millions. Ludicrous anecdotes 
are related of some of these upstarts. One, who 
had just launched a splendid carriagei .when 
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about to use it forthe first time, instead of ^ttingf 
in at the door, mounted, through habitude, to his 
accustomed place behind. Some ladies of 'iquality, 
seeing a weil-dressed woman covered with dia- 
monds, but whom nobody knew, alight from a 
very handsome carriage, inquired who she was of 
the footman. He replied, with a sneer : ** It is a^^ 
lady who has recently tumbled from a garret into 
this carriage." Mr. Law's domestics were sard' 
to become in like manner suddenly enriched by the 
crumbs that fell from his table. Hrs coachman, 
having made his fortune, retired from his service: . 
Mr. Law requested him to procure a coachman in 
his place. He appeared tne next day with two, 
whom he pronounced equally good, and told Mr. 
Law: "Take which of them you choose, and I 
will take the other !" 

Nor were these navi homini treated with the 
distance and disdain they would formerly have 
experienced from the haughty aristocracy of 
France. The pride of the old noblesse had been 
stifled by the stronger instinct of avarice. They 
rather sought the intimacy and confidence of these 
lucky upstarts ; and it has been observed that a 
nobleman would gladly take his seat at the table* 
of the fortunate lacquey of yesterday, in hopes of 
learning from him the secret of growing rich 1 

Law now went about with a countenance ra- 
diant with success and apparently dispensing 
wealth on every side. *' He is admirably skilled 
in all that relates to finance,** writes the Duchess 
of Orleans, the Regent's mother, ** and has put the 
affairs of the state in such good order that all the 
king's debts have been paid. He is so much run 
alter' that he has no repose night or day. A 
duchess even kissed his hand publicly. If a 
duchess can do this, what will other ladies do ?** 

Wherever he went, his path, we are told, was 
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beset by a sordid throngj, who waited to see him 
pass, arid sought to obtain the favor of a word, a 
nod, ,ar smile, as if a mere glance from him would 
bestow fortune. When at home, his house was 
absolutely besieged by furious candidates for for- 
tune. ** They forced the doors," says the Duke 
de St. Simon ; '* they scaled his windows from the 
garden; they made their way into his cabinet 
down the chimney !** . 

The same venal court was paid by all classes to 
his family. The highest ladies of the court vied 
with each other in meannesses to purchase the 
lucrative friendship of Mrs. Law and her daugh- 
ter. They waited upon them with as much as-. 
siduity and adulation as if they had been prin- 
cesses of the blood. The Regent one day 
expressed a desire that some duchess should ac- 
company his daughter to Genoa. ** My Lord," 
said some one present, ** if you would have a 
choice from among the duchesses, you need but 
send to Mrs. Law*s,. you will find them all assem- 
bled there.'* 

. The wealth of Law rapidly increased with the 
expansion of the bubble* In the course of a few 
months he purchased fourteen titled estates, pay- 
ing for them in paper ; and the public hailed these 
sudden and vast acquisitions of landed property 
as so many proofs of the soundness of his system. 
In one instance he met with a shrewd bargainer, 
who had not the general faith in his paper money. 
The President de Novion insisted on being paid for 
an estate in hard coin. Law accordingly brought 
the amount, four hundred thousand livres, in spe- 
cie, saying, with a sarcastic smile, that he preferred 
paying in money as its weight rendered it a mere 
incumbrance. As it happened, the president 
could ffive no, clear title to the land, and the 
money he*d to be refunded. He paid it back in 
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paper, which Law dared not refuse, lest he should 
depreciate it in the market. 

The course of illusory credit ^went on triumph- 
antly for eighteen months. Law had nearly fuU 
filled one 01 his promises, for the greater part ot 
the public debt had been paid off ; but how paid ? 
In bank shares, which had been trumped up several 
hundred per cent above their value, and which 
were to vanish like smoke in the hands of the 
holders. 

One of the most striking attributes of Law was 
the imperturbable assurance and self-possession 
with which he replied to every objection, and 
found a solution for every problem. He had the 
dexterity of a juggler in evading difficulties ; and 
what was peculiar, made figures themselves, which 
are the very elements of exact demonstration, the 
means to dazzle and bewilder. 

Toward the latter end of 1719 the Mississippi 
scheme had reached its highest point of glory. 
Half a million of strangers had crowded into 
Paris, in quest of fortune. The hotels and lodg- 
ing-houses were overflowing ; lodgings were pro- 
cured with excessive difficulty ; granaries were 
turned into bed-rooms ; provisions had risen enor- 
mously in price ; splendid houses were multiply- 
ing on every side ; the streets were crowded with 
carriages; above a thousand new equipages had 
been launched. 

On the eleventh of December, Law obtained 
another prohibitory decree, for the purpose of 
sweeping all the remaining specie in circulation 
into the bank. By this it was forbidden to make 
any payment in silver above ten livres, or in gold 
above three hundred. 

The repeated decrees of this nature, the object 
of which was to depreciate the value of gold, and 
increase the illusive credit of paper, began to 
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awakfen doubts of a system which required such 
bolstering. Capitalists gradually Jiwoke from their 
bewilderment. Sound and able financiers con- 
sulted together, and agreed to make common . 
cause against this continual expansion of a paper . 
system. The shares of the bank and of the com- 
pany began to decline in value. Wary men took 
the alarm, and began to realize, a word now first 
brought into use, to express the conversion of 
/^^^/ property into something real. 

The Prince of Conti, one of the most prominent 
and grasping of the Mississippi lords, was the 
first to give a blow to the credit of the bank. 
There was a mixture of ingratitude in his con- 
duct that characterized the venal baseness of the 
times. He had received from time to time enor- 
mous sums from Law, as the price of his influence 
and patronage. His avarice had increased with 
every acquisition, until Law was compelled to re- 
fuse one of his exactions. In revenge the prince 
immediately sent such an amount of paper to the 
bank to be cashed, that it required four wagons 
to bring away the silver, and he had the meanness 
to loll out of the window of his hotel and jest and 
exult as it was trundled into his port coch^re. 

This was the signal for other drains of like na- 
ture. The English and Dutch merchants, who 
had purchased a great amount of bank paper at 
low prices, cashed them at the bank, and carried 
the money out of the country. Other strangers 
did the like, thus draining the kingdom of its spe- 
cie, and leaving paper in its place. 

The Regent, perceiving these symptoms of de- 
cay in the system, sought to restore it to public 
confidence, by conferring marks of confidence upon 
its author. He accordingly resolved to make 
Law Comptroller General of the Finances of 
France. There was a material obstacle in his 
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way. Law was a Protestant, and the Regent, un- 
scrupulous as he was himself, did not dare pub^ - 
licly to outrage the severe edicts which Louis- 
XIV., in his bigot days, had fulminated against 
all heretics. Law soon let him know that there 
would be no difficulty on that head. He wa$ 
ready at any moment to abjure his religion in the 
way ol business. For decency's sake, however, it 
was judged proper he should previously be con- . 
vinced and converted. A ghostly instructor was ■ 
soon found, ready to accomplish his conversion . 
in the shortest possible time. This was the Abb^ 
Tencin, a profligate creature of the profligate 
I>ubois, and like him working his way to ecclesi- -. 
astical promotion and temporal wealth, by the 
basest means. ■ j 

Under the instructions of the Abb^ Tencin, 
Law soon mastered the mysteries and dogmas of 
the Catholic doctrine ; and, after a brief course of 
ghostly training, declared himself thoroughly con-. 
vinced and converted. To avoid the sneers and . 
jests of the Parisian public the ceremony of ab-. 
juration took place at Melun. Law made a pious 
present of one hundred thousand livres to the 
Church of St. Roque, and the Abb^ Tencin was; 
rewarded for his edifying labors by sundry shares 
and bank bills ; which he shrewdly took care to- 
convert into cash, having as little faith in the sys- 
tem as in the piety of his new convert. A more 
grave and moral community might have been 
outraged by this scandalous farce ; but the 
Parisians laughed at it with their usual levity, and-^ 
contented themselves with making it the subject 
of a number of songs and epigrams. - 

Law now being orthodox in his faith, took out 
letters of naturalization, and having thus sur- 
mounted the intervening obstacles, was elevated 
by the Regent to the post of Comptroller GeneraL 
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So acGustomeid had the community become to 
all juggled and transmutations in this hero of 
finance, that no one seemed shocked or astonished 
at his sudden elevation. On the contrary, being 
now considered perfectly established in place and 
p<w6r, he became more than ever the object of 
venal adoration. Men of rank and dignity 
thronged his atitechamber, waiting patiently their 
turn for an audience ; and titled dames demeaned 
themsetves to take the front seats of the carriages 
of his wife and daughter, as if they had been rid- 
ing with princesses of the blood royal. Law's 
head grew giddy with his elevation, and he began 
to aspire after aristocratical distinction. There 
was to be a court ball, at which several of the 
young noblemen were to dance in a ballet with 
the youthful King. Law requested that his son 
might be admitted into the ballet, and the Regent 
consented. The young scions of nobility, how- 
ever, were indignant and scouted the *' intruding 
upstart." Their more worldly parents, fearful of 
displeasing the modern Midas, reprimanded them 
in vain. The striplings had not yet imbibed the 
passion for gain, and still held to their high blood. 
The son of the banker received slights and annoy- 
ances on all sides, and the public applauded them 
for their spirit. A fit of illness came opportunely 
to relieve the youth from an honor which would 
have cost him a world of vexations and affronts. 

In February, 1720, shortly after Law's instal- 
ment in office, a decree came out uniting the bank 
to the India Company, by which last name the 
whole establishment was now known. The de- 
cree stated that as the bank was royal, the King 
was bound to make good the value of its bills ; 
that he committed to the company the govern^ 
ment of the bank for fifty years, and sold to it fifty 
millions of stock belonging to him, for nine hun- 
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dred millions ; a simple advance of eighteen hQti-» 
dred per cent. The decree farther declaredrin 
the King's name, that he wcmld never draw ^n 
the bank, until the value of his drafts had> first 
been lodged in it by his receivers general. 

The bank, it was said, had bv tms time issued 
notes to the amount of one tnousand millions ; 
being more paper than all the banks of Europe 
were able to circulate. To aid its credit^ the re- 
ceivers of the revenue were directed to take batik 
notes ot the sub-receivers. All payments,- also, 
of one hundred livres and upward were or<iered 
to be made in bank-notes. These compurlsqry 
measures for a short time gave a false credit to 
the bank, which proceeded to discount merchants' 
notes, to lend money on jewels, plate, and other 
valuables, as wcii as on mortgages. 

Still farther to force on the system an edict next 
appeared, forbidding any individual, or any cor- 
porate body, civil or religious, to hold in posses- 
sion more than five hundred livres in current 
coin ; that is to say, about seven louis^d'ors ; the 
value of the louis-d'or in paper being» at the 
time, seventy-two livres. All the gold and silver 
they might have above this pittance was to be 
brought to the royal bank, and exchanged either 
for shares or bills. 

As confiscation was the penalty of disobedience 
to this decree, and informers were istssured a share 
of the forfeitures, a bounty was in a manner held 
out to domestic spies and traitors ; and the most 
odious scrutiny was awakened into the pecuniary 
affairs of families and individuals. The very con- 
fidence between friends and relatives was Im- 
paired, and all the domestic ties and virtues of 
society were threatened, until a general sentiment 
of indignation broke forth, that compelled the Re- 
gent to rescind the odious decree. Lord Stairs, 
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tihe British ambassador, speaking of the system of 
espioaage encouraged by this edict, observed that 
it was impossible to doubt that Law was a 
thorough Catholic, since he had thus established 
the inquisition^ after having already proved Iran- 
subsiantiation, by changing specie into paper. 

Equal abuses had taken place under the colo- 
nizihg project - In his thousand expedients to 
amass capital. Law had sold parcels of land in 
Mississippi, at the rate of three thousand livres 
for a league square. Many capitalists had pur- 
chased estates large enough to constitute almost a 
principality ; the only evil was, Law had sold a 
property which he could not deliver. The agents 
of police, who aided in recruiting the ranks of the 
colonists, had been guilty of scandalous imposi- 
tions. Under pretence of taking up mendicants 
and vagabonds, they had scoured the streets at 
night, seizing upon honest mechanics, or their 
sons, and hurrying them to their crimping-houses, 
tor the sole purpose of extorting money from them 
as a ransom. The populace was roused to indig- 
nation by these abuses. The officers of police 
were mobbed in the exercise of their odious func- 
tions, and several of them were killed ; which put 
an end to this flagrant abuse of power. 

In March, a most extraordinary decree of the 
council fixed the price of shares of the India Com- 
pany at nine thousand livres each. All ecclesias- 
tical communities and hospitals were now pro- 
hibited from investing money at interest, in any- 
thing but India stock. With all these props and 
stays, the system continued to totter. How could 
it be otherwise, under a djcspotic government, 
that could alter the value of property at every mo- 
ment ? The very compulsory measures that were 
adopted to establish the credit of the bank 
hastened its fall ; plainly showing there was a 
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want of solid security. Law <:aused pamphlets to 
be published, setting forth,, in eloquent language^., 
the vast profits that must accrue to holders of the 
stock, and the impossibility of the Kiug's ever 
daing it any harm. On the very back of these. as- 
sertions came forth an ecjict of the King, dated 
the 22dof May, wherein, under pretence of hj^ving 
reduced the value of his coin, it was declared 
necessary to reduce the value of his bank-note^ 
0fne-half» and of the India shares from nine thou- 
sand to five thousand livres. 

This decree came like a clap of thunder upon 
shareholders. They found one half of the pre- 
tended value of the paper in their hands annihi-, 
lated ia an instant ; and what certainty had theV; 
with respect to the other half ? The rich consid-. 
ered themselves ruined ; those in humbler circum- 
stances looked forward to abject beggary. 

The parliament seized the occasion to stand 
forth as the protector of the public, and refused 
to register the decree. It gained the credit of 
compelling the Regent to retrace his step, though 
it is more probable he yielded to the universal 
burst of public astonishment and reprobation.; 
On the 27th of May the edict was revoked, and 
bank-bills were restored to their previous value. 
But the fatal blow had been struck ; the delusion 
was at an end. Government itself had lost all 
public confidence, equally with the bank it had 
engendered, and which its own arbitrary acts had 
brought into discredit. ** All Paris,' says the 
Regent's mother, in her letters, ** has been mourn- 
ing at the cursed decree which Law has persuaded 
my son to make. I have received anonymous let- 
ters, stating that I have nothing to fear on my own 
account, but that my son shall be pursued with 
fire and sword." 

The Regent now endeavored to avert the odium 
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of his ruinous schemes from himself. He affecU 
ed to have suddenly k)st confidence in Law, and 
on the 29th of May, discharged him from his em- 
ploy as Comptroller General, and stationed a 
Swiss guard of sixteen men in his house. He 
even refused to see him, when, on the following 
day, he applied at the portal of the Palais Royal 
for admission : but having played off this farce 
before the public, he admitted him secretly the 
same night, by a private door, and continued as 
before to co-operate with him in his financial 
schemes. 

On the first of June, the Regent issued a decree, 
permittirrg persons to have as much money as 
they pleased in their possession. Few, however, 
were in a state to benefit by this permission. 
There was a run upon the bank, but a royal or- 
dinance immediately suspended payment, until 
farther orders. To relieve the public mind, a city 
stock was created, of twenty-five millions, bearing^ 
an interest of two and a half per cent, for wtiich 
bank notes were taken in exchange. The banic 
notes thus withdrawn from circulation, were pub- 
licly burned before the Hotel de Ville. The pub- 
lic, however, had lost confidence in everything 
and everybody, and suspected fraud and collusion 
in those who pretended to burn the bills. 

A general confusion now took place in the finan- 
cial world. Families who had lived in opulence, 
found themselves suddenly reduced to indigence. 
Schemers who had betn revelling in the delusion 
of princely fortune, found their estates vanishing 
into thin air. Those who had any property re- 
maining, sought to secure it against reverses. 
Cautious persons found there was no safety for 
property in a country where the coin was continu- 
ally shifting in value, and where a despotism was 
exercised over public securities, and even over 
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the private purses of individuals. They beganto 
send their effects into other countries ; when lo t 
on the 2oth of June a royal edict commanded 
them to bring- back their effects, under penalty x)!:' 
forfeiting twice their value ; and forbade them/ 
under like penalty, from investing their money in 
foreign stocks. This was soon foUowett hy 
another decree, forbidding any one to retain pre- 
cious stones in his possession, or to sell them ta 
foreigners ; all must be deposited .in the bank, in 
exchange for depreciating paper 1 

Execrations were now poured out on all sides, ^ 
against Law, and menaces of vengeance. What 
a contrast, in a short time, to the venal incense 
that was offered up to him!* ** This person,^ 'f 
writes the Regent's mother, ** who was fornferly> 
worshipjied as a g^d, is now not sure of his life. 
It is astonishing how greatly terrified he is. He 
is as a dead man ; he is pale as a sheet, and it is^ 
said he can never get over it. My son is not dis-- 
mayed, though he is threatened on all sides ; and 
is very much amused with Law's terrors." 

About the middle of July the last grand attempt 
Was made by Law and the Regent, to keep up the 
system, and provide for the immense emission of 
paper. A decree was fabricated, giving the India 
Company the entire monopoly of commerce, on 
condition that it would, in the course of a year, 
reimburse bix hundred millions of livres of its; 
bills, at the rate of fifty millions per month. 

On the 17th this decree was sent to parliament 
to be registered. It at once raised a storm of op- 
position in that assembly ; and a vehement dis- 
cussion took place. While that was going on, a 
disastrous scene was passing out of doors. 

The calamitous effects of the system had reach- 
ed the humblest concerns of human life. Provis- 
ions had risen to an enorntous price j paper 
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Ba»ney was refused, at all the shops ; the people 
had not wherewithal to buy bread. It had been 
loiind absolutely indispensable to relax a little 
from the suspension. o£ specie payments, and to 
aHow small sums to . be scantily exchanged for 
paper. The doors of the bank and the neighbor- 
ing streets were immediately thronged with a 
fantishing multitude, seeking cash for bank-notes 
of ten livres. So great was the press and strug- 
gle that several persons were stifled and crushed to 
death. The mob carried three of the bodies to 
the court-yard of the Palais Royal. Some cried 
for the Regent to come forth, and behold the effect 
of his system ; others demanded the death of 
L^w, the impostor, who had brought this misery 
and ruin upon the fiation. 

The moment was critical, the popular fury was 
rising to a tempest, when Le Blanc, the Secretary 
of State,, stepped forth. He had previously sent 
for the military, and now only sought to gain 
time. Singling out six or seven stout fellows, who 
seemed to be the ringleaders of the mob : ** My 
good fellows," said he, calmly, ** carry away 
these bodies and place them in some church, and 
then come back quickly to me for your pay." 
They immediately obeyed ; a kind of funeral pro- 
cession was formed ; the arrival of troops dis- 
persed those who ling^ered, behind ; and Paris was 
probably saved from an insurrection. 

About ten o clock in the morning, all being 
quiet, Law ventured to go in his carriage to the 
Palais Royal. He was saluted with cries and 
curses, as he passed along the streets ; and he 
reached the Palais Royal in a terrible fright. The 
Reg^ent amused hlmseif with his fears, but retain- 
ed him with him, and sent off his carriage, which 
was assailed by the mob, pelted with stones, and 
the glasses shivered. The news of this outrage 
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was communicated to parliament in the midst of 
a furious disctission of the decree for the commer- 
cial monopoly. The first president, who had 
been absent for a short time, re-entered, aad conv* 
municated the tidings in a whimsical couplet : 

** Messieurs, Messieurs ! bonne nouvelle ! 
Le carrosse de Law est reduite en carrelle !'* 

•* Gentlemen, Gentlemen ! good news ! 
The carriage of Law is shivered to atoms !*' 

The members sprang up with joy ; " And Law !*' 
exclaimed they, "has he been torn to pieces?" 
The president was ignorant of the result of the 
tumult ; whereupon the debate was cut short, the 
decree rejected, and the house adjourned ; the 
members hurrying to learn the particulars. Such 
was the levity with which public affairs were treat- 
ed at that dissolute and disastrous period. 

On the following day, there was an ordinance 
from the king, prohibiting all popular assem- 
blages ; and troops were stationed at various 
points, and in all public places. The regiment 
of guards was ordered to hold itself in readiness ; 
and the musqueteers to be at their hotels, with 
their horses ready saddled. A number of small 
offices were opened, where people might cash 
small notes, though with great delay and diffi- 
culty. An edict was also issued declaring that 
whoever should refuse to take bank-notes in the 
course of trade should forfeit double the amount ! 

The continued and vehement opposition of par- 
liament to the whole delusive system ol finance, 
had been a constant source of annoyance to the 
Regent ; but this obstinate rejection of his last 
grand expedient of a commercial monopoly, was 
not to be tolerated. He determined to punish 
that intractable body. The Abb^ Dubois and 
Law suggested a simple mode ; it was to sup* 
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press the pari rament altogether* bemg, as they 
obseived, so far from useful, that it was a con- 
stant impediment to the march of public affairs. 
The Regent was half inclined to listen to thetr 
advice ; but upon calmer consideration, and the 
advice of friends, he adopted a more moderate 
course. On the 20th of July, early in the morn- 
ing, all the doors of the parliament-house were 
taken possession of by troops. Others were sent 
to surrourid the house of the first president, and 
others to the houses of the various members ; who 
/were ail at first in great alarm, until an order from 
the king was put into their hands, to render them- 
selves at Pontoise, in the course of two days, tp 
which place the parliament was thus suddenly 
and arbitrarily transferred. . 

This despotic act, says Voltaire, would at any 
other time have caused an insurrection ; but one 
half of the Parisians were occupied by their ruin, 
and the other half by their fancied riches, which 
were soon to vanish. The president and mem- 
bers of parliament acquiesced in the mandate 
%Arithout a murmur ; they even went as if on a 
party of pleasure, and made every preparation 
to lead a joyous life in their exile. The musque- 
teers, wha held possession of the vacated parlia- 
ment-house, a gay corps of fashionable young 
fellows, amused themselves with making songs 
and pasquinades, at the expense of the exiled leg- 
islators ; and at length, to pass away time, form- 
ed themselves into a mock parliament ; elected 
their presidents, kings, ministers, and advo- 
cates ; took their seats in due form, arraigned a 
cat at their bar, in place of the Sieur Law, and 
after giving it a ** fair trial," condemned it to be 
hanged. In this manner public affairs and public 
institutions were lightly turned to jest. 

As to the exiled parliament, it lived gayly and 
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my son more trouble thati relief. Nobody in 
France has a pertny. ♦ * * My son was once 

Eopular, but since the arrival of this cursed Law, 
e is hated more and more. Not a week passes, 
without my receiving letters filled with frightful 
threats, and speaking of him as a tyrant. I have 
just received one threatening him with poison. 
When I showed it to him, he did nothing bat 
laugh." 

In the meantime, Law was dismayed by the in- 
creasing troubles, and terrified at the tempest he 
had raised. He was not a man of real courage'; 
and fearing for his personal safety, from popular 
tumult* or the despair of ruined individuals, he 
again took refuge in the palace of the Regent. 
The latter, as usual, amused himself with his ter- 
rors, and turned every new disaster into a jest; 
but he too began to think of his own security. 

In pursuing the schemes of Law, he had no 
doubt calculated to carry through his term of gov- 
ernment with ease and splendor ; and to enrich 
himself, his connexions, and his favorites ; and 
had hoped that the catastrophe of the system 
would not take place until after the expiration of 
the regency. 

He now saw his mistake ; that it was impossi- 
ble much longer to prevent an explosion ; and 
he determined at once to get Law out of the way, 
and then to charge him with the whole tissue of 
delusions of this paper alchemy. He accordingly 
took occasion of the recall of parliament in De- 
cember, 1720, to suggest to Law the policy of his 
avoiding an encounter with that hostile and ex- 
asperated body. Law needed no urging to the 
measure. His only desire was to escape from 
Paris and its tempestuous populace. Two days 
before the return of parliament he took his sud- 
den and secret departure. He travelled in a chaise 
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bearing the arms of the Regent, and was escorted 
by a kind af safeguard ol servants, in the duke's 
livery. His first place of refuge was an estate ot 
the Regent's, about six leagues from Paris, from 
whence he pushed forward to Bruxelles. 

As soon as Law was fairly out of the way, the 
Duke of Orleans summonecl a council of the re- 
gcncy,and informed them that they were assembled 
to deliberate on the state of the finances, and the 
affairs of the Indian Company. Accordingly La 
Houssaye, Comptroller General, rendered a per- 
fectly clear statement, by which it appeared that 
there were bank bills in circulation to the amount 
of two milliards, seven hundred millions of Hvres, 
without any evidence that this enormous sum had 
been emitted in virtue of any ordinance from the 
general assembly of the India Company, which 
alone had the right to authorize such emissions. 

The council was astonished at this disclosure, 
and looked to the Regent for explanation. Push' 
ed tp the extreme, the Regent avowed that Law 
had emitted bills to the amount of twelve hundred 
millions beyond what had been fixed by ordi- 
nances, and in contradiction to express prohibi- 
tions ; that the thing being done, he, the Regent, 
had legalized or rather covered the transaction, 
by decrees ordering such emissions, which de- 
crees he had antedated. 

A stormy scene ensued between the Regent and 
the Duke de Bourbon, little to the credit of either, 
both having been deeply implicated in the caba- 
listic operations of the system. In fact, the sev- 
eral members of the council had been among the 
most venal ** beneficiaries" of the scheme, and 
had interests at stake which they were anxious to 
secure. From all the circumstances of the case, 
I am inclined to think that others were more to 
blame than Law, for the disastrous effects of his 
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financial projects. His bank, had it been con- 
fined to its original limits, and left to the control 
of its own internal regulations, might have gone 
on prosperously, and been of great benefit to the 
nation. It was an institution fitted for a free 
country ; but unfortunately it was subjected to 
the control of a despotic government, that could, 
at its pleasure, alter the value of the specie within 
its vaults, and compel the most extravagant ex- 
pansions of its paper circulation. The vital prin- 
ciple of a bank is security in the regularity of its 
operations, and the immediate convertibility of 
its paper into coin ; and what confidence could 
be reposed in an institution or its paper promises, 
when the sovereign could at any moment centuple 
those promises in the market, and seize upon all 
the money in the bank } The compulsory meas- 
ures used, likewise, to force bank-notes into cur- 
rency, against the judgment of the public, was 
fatal to the system ; for credit must be free and 
uncontrolled as the common air. The Regent 
was the evil spirit of the system, that forced' Lavy 
on to an expansion of his paper currency far ber 
yond what he had ever dreamed of. He it waS 
that in a manner compelled the unlucky projector 
to devise all kinds of collateral companies and 
monopolies, by wblch to raise funds to meet the 
constantly and enormously increasing emissions of 
sharas and notes. Law was but like a poor con- 
juror in the hands of a potent spirit that he has 
evoked, and that obliges him to go on, desperate- 
ly and ruinously, with his conjurations. Pie only 
thought at the outset to raise the wind, but the 
Regent compelled him to raise the whirlwind. 

The investigation of the affairs of the Company 
by the council, resulted in nothing beneficial to 
the public. The princes and nobles who had en- 
riched themselves by all kinds of juggles and ex- 
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tuitions, escaped unpunished, and retained the 

freater part of their spoils. Many of the ** sud- 
enly rich,** who had risen from obscurity to a 
giddy heig-ht of imaginary prosperity, and had in- 
dulged in all kinds of vulgar and ridiculous ex- 
cesses, awoke as out of a dream, in their original 
Eoverty, now made more galling and humiliating 
y their transient elevation. 
The weight of the evil^ however, fell on more 
valuable classes of society ; honest tradesmen 
and artisans, who had been seduced away from 
the safe pursuits of industry, to the specious 
chances of speculation. Thousands of meritor' 
ious families also, once opulent, had been reduced 
to indigence, by a too great confidence in govern- 
ment. There was a general derangement in the 
finances, that long exerted a baneful influence 
over the national prosperity ; but the most disas- 
trous effects of the system were upon the morals 
and manners of the nation. The faith of engage- 
ments, the sanctity of promises in affairs of busi- 
ness, were at an end. Every expedient to grasp 
present profit, or to evade present difficulty, was 
tolerated. While such deplorable laxity of prin- 
ciple was generated in the busy classes, the chiv- 
alry of France had soiled their pennons ; and 
honor and glory, so long the idols of the Gallic 
nobility, had been tumbled to the earth, and tram- 
pled in the dirt of the stock-market. 

As to Lav/, the originator of the system, he ap- 
pears eventually to have profited but little by his 
schemes. ** He was a quack " says Voltaire, '* to 
whom the state was given to be cured, but who 
poisoned it with his drugs, and who poisoned him- 
self." The effects which he left behind in France, 
were sold at a low price, and the proceeds dissi- 
pated. His landed estates were confiscated. He 
carried away with him barely enough to maintain 
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himself, his wife, and daughter, with decency. 
The chief relique of his immense fortune was a 
great diamond, which he was often obliged to 
pawn. He was in England in 1721, and was 
presented to George tine First. He -returned short- 
ly afterward to the continent ; shilting about from 
place to place, and died in Venice, in r/29. His 
wife anci daughter, accustomed to live with the 
prodigality of princesses, could not conform to 
their altered fortunes, but dissipated the scanty 
means left to them, and sank into abject poverty. 
*• I saw his wife," says Voltaire, ** at Bruxelles, 
as much humiliated as she had been haughty and 
triumphant in Paris." An elder brother of Law 
remained in France, and was protected by the 
Duchess of Bourbon. His descendants have ac- 
quitted themselves honorably, in various public 
employments ; and one of them is the Marquis 
Lauriston, some time Lieutenant General «lQd 
Peer of France. 



DON JUAN, 

A Spectral Research. 



'* I liave heard of spirits walking with aSrial bodies, 
and have been wondered at by others ; but I must 
only wonder at myself, for if they be not mad, I' me 
come to my own burlall." 

Shirley's •* Witty Fairie One," 

Everybody has heard of the fate of Don Juan, 
the famous libertine of Seville, who for his sins 
against the fair sex and other minor peccadilloes 
was hurried away to the infernal regions. His 
story has been illustrated in play, in pantomime, 
and farce, on every stage in. Christendom ; until at 
length it has been rendered the theme of the 
operas, and embalmed to endless duration in the 
glorious music of Mozart. I well recollect the 
effect of this story upon my feelings in my boyish 
days, though represented in grotesque panto-, 
mime ; the awe with which I contemplated the 
monumental statue on horseback of the murdered 
commander, gleaming by pale moonlight in the 
convent cemetery ; how my heart qusiked as he 
bowed his marble head, and accepted the impious 
invitation of Don Juan : how each foot-fall of the 
statue smote upon my heart, as I heard it ap- 
proach, step by step through the echoing corridor, 
and beheld it enter, and advance, a moving figure 
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of stone, to the supper table ! But then the con- 
vivial scene in the charnel-house, where Don Juan " 
returned the visit of the statue ; was offered a ban- 
quet of skulls and bones, and on refusing to par- 
take, was hurled into a yawning gulf, under a 
tremendous shower of fire ! These were accumu- 
lated horrors enough to shake the nerves of the 
most pantomime-loving school-boy. Many have 
supposed the story of i3on Juan a mere fable, I 
myself thought so once ; but ''seeing is believ- 
ing." J have since beheld the very scene where 
it took place, and now to indulge any doubt on 
the subject would be preposterous. 

I was one night perambulating the streets of 
Seville, in company with a Spanish friend, a curi- 
ous investigator of the popular traditions and 
other good-for-nothing lore of the city, and who 
was kind enough to imagine he had met, in me, 
with a congenial spirit. In the course of our 
rambles we were passing by a heavy, dark gate- 
way, opening into the court-yard of a convent, 
when he laid his hand upon my arm : ** Stop !" 
said he, "this is the convent of San Francisco; 
there is a story connected with it, which I am sure 
must be known to you. You cannot but have 
beard of Don Juan and the marble statue." 

"Undoubtedly," replied I,." it has been familiar 
to me from childhood.'* 

*• Well, then, it was in the cemetery of this very 
convent that the events took place.". 

** Why, you do not mean to say that the story is 
founded on fact ?" 

" Undoubtedly it is. The circumstances of the 
case are said to have occurred during the reign of 
Alfonso XI. Don Juan was of the noble family of 
Tenorio, one of the most illustrious houses of An- 
dalusia. His father, Don Diego Tenorio, was a 
favorite of the king, and his family ranked among 
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the deintecuatroSf or magistrates, of the city. 
Presuming on his hi^h descent and powerful con- 
nections, Don Juan set no bounds to his excesses : 
no female, high or low, was sacred from his pur- 
suit : and he soon became the scandal of Seville. 
One of his most daring outrages was, to penetrate 
by night into the palace of Don Gonzalo de Ulloa, 
commander of the order of Calatrava, and attempt 
to carry off his daughter. The household was 
alarmea j a scuffle in the dark took place ; Don 
Juan escaped, but the unfortunate commander 
was found weltering in his blood, and expired 
without being able to name his murderer. Sus- 
picions attached to Don Juan ; he did not stop to 
meet the investigations of justice, and the ven- 
geance of the powerful family of Ulloa, but fled 
from Seville, and took refuge with his uncle, Don 
Pedro Tenorio, at that time ambassador at the 
court of Naples. Here he remained until the 
agitation occasioned by the murder of Don Gon- 
zalo had time to subside ; and the scandal which 
the affair might cause to both the families of Ulloa 
and Tenorio had induced them to hush it up. 
Don Juan, however, continued his libertine career 
at Naples, until at length his excesses forfeited the 
protection of his uncle, the ambassador, and 
obliged him again to flee, He had made his way 
back to Seville, trusting that his past misdeeds 
were forgotten, or rather trusting to his dare-devil 
spirit and the power of his family, to carry him 
through all difficulties. 

*' It was shortly after his return, and while in 
the height of his arrogance, that on visiting this 
very convent of Francisco, he beheld on a monu-. 
ment the equestrian statue of the murdered com- 
mander, who had been buried within the wall's of 
this sacred edifice, where the family of Ulloa had 
fi chapel, It was on this occasion that Pon Jua^n, 
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in a moment of Impious levity, invited the statue 
to tiie banquet, the avvtiil catastropiie of which has 
given such ceiebrity to his story." 

** And pray how much of this story/* said I> 
*' is believed m Seville ?" 

*• The whole of it by the populace ; with whom 
it has been a favorite tradition since time im* 
memorial, and who' crowd to the theatres to see 
it represented in dramas written long since by 
Tyrso de Molina, and another of our popular 
writers. Many in our higher ranks also, accus- 
tomed from childhood to this story, would feel 
somewhat indignant at hearing it treated with 
contempt. An attempt has been made to explain 
the whole, by asserting that, to put an end to the 
extravagancies of Don Juan, and to pacify the 
family of Ulloa, without exposing the delinquent 
to the degrading penalties of justice, he was de- 
coyed into this convent under a false pretext, and 
either plunged into a perpetual dungeon, or pri- 
vately nurried out of existence ; while the story of 
the statue was circulated by the monks, to ac- 
count for his sudden disappearance. The popu* 
lace, however, are not to be cajoled out of a ghost 
story by any of these plausible explanations ; and 
the marble statue still strides the stage, and Don 
Juan is still plunged into the infernal regions, as 
an awful warning to all rake-helly youngsters, in 
like case offending,'* 

While my companion was relating these anec-* 
dotes, we had entered the gate-way, traversed the 
exterior court-yard of the convent, and made our 
way into a great interior court ; partly surround** 
ed by cloisters and dormitories, partly by chapels, 
and having a large fountain in the centre The 
pile had evidently once been extensive and mag- 
nificent ; but it was for the greater part in ruins. 
By the light of the stars, and of twinkling lamps 
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placed here and there in th^ chapels anH corri- 
dors, I could see that many of the columns and 
arches were broken ; the walls were rent and 
riven ; while burned beams and rafters showed 
the destructive effects of fire. The whole place 
had a desolate air ; the night breeze rustled 
through grass and weeds flaunting out of the 
crevices of the walls, or from the shattered 
columns ; the bat flitted about the vaulted pasr 
sages, and the owl hooted from the ruined beltry. 
Never was any scene more completely fitted for a 
ghost story. 

While I was indulging in picturings of the 
fancy, proper to such a place, the deep chaunt of 
the monks from the convent church came swelling 
upon the ear. *' It is the vesper service," said 
my companion ; ** follow me." 

Leading the way across the court of the clois- 
ters, and through one or two ruined passages, he 
reached the distant portal of the church, and 
pushing open a wicket, cut in the folding doors, 
we found ourselves in the deep arched vestibule 
of the sacred edifice. To our left was the choir, 
forming one end of the church, and having a low 
vaulted ceiling, which gave it the look of a cavern. 
About this were ranged the monks, seated on 
stools, and chauntingirom immense books placed 
on music-stands, and having the notes scored 
in such gigantic characters as to be legible 
from every part of the choir. A few lights on 
these music-stands dimly illumined the choir, 
gleamed on the shaven heads of the monks, and 
threw their shadows on the walls. They were 
gross, blue-bearded, bullet-headed men, with bass 
voices, of deep metallic tone, that reverberated out 
of the cavernous choir. 

To our right extended the great body of the 
church. It wa3 spacious and lofty ; some of the 
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side chapels had gilded grates,and were decorated 
with images and paintings, representing the 
sufferings of our Saviour. Aloft was a great 
painting by Murillo, but too much in the dark to 
be distinguished. The gloom of the whole church 
was but faintly relieved by the reflected light from 
the choir, and the glimmering here and there of a 
votive lamp before the shrine of a saint. 

As my eye roamed about the shadowy pile, it 
was struck with the dimly seen figure of a man on 
horseback, near a distant altar. I touched my 
companion, and pointed to it : ** The spectre 
statue !** said I. 

•* No," replied he ; " it is the statue of the 
blessed St. lago ; the statue of the commander 
"was in the cemetery of the convent, and was de* 
stroyed at the time of the conflagration. But," 
added he, " as I see you take a proper interest in 
these kind of stories, come with me to the other 
end of the church, where our whisperings will not 
disturb these holy fathers at their devotions, and I 
will tell you another story that has been current 
for some' generations in our city, by which you 
will find that Don Juan is not the only libertine 
that has been the object o'f supernatural castiga- 
tion in Seville." 

I accordingly followed him with noiseless tread 
to the further part of the church, where we took 
our seats on the steps of an altar, opposite to the 
suspicious-looking figure on horseback, and 
there, in a low, mysterious voice, he related to me 
the following narration : 

** There was once in Seville a gay young fel- 
low, Don Manuel de Manara by name, who hav- 
ing come to a great estate by the death of his 
father, gave the reins to his passions, and plunged 
into all kinds of dissipation. Like Don Juan, 
whom he seemed to have taken for a model,, he 
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became famous for his enterprises amorig the fair 
sex,, and was the cause of doors being barred and 
\vindows grated with more than usual strictness. 
All in vain. No balcony was too high for him to 
scale ; no bolt nor bar was proof against his 
efforts ; and his very name was a word of terror 
to all the jealous husbands and cautious fathers of 
Seville. His exploits extended to country as well 
as city ; and in the village dependent on his cas- 
'tle, scarce a rural beauty was safe from his arts 
^nd enterprises. 

** As he was one day ranging the streets of Se- 
ville, with several of his dissolute companions, he 
beheld a procession about to enter the gate of a 
convent. In the 'centre was a young female ar- 
rayed in the dress of a bride ; it was a novice, 
who, having accomplished her year of probation, 
was about to take the black veil, and consecrate 
herself to heaven. The companions of Don 
Manuel drew back, out of respect to the sacred 
pageant ; but he pressed forward, with his usual 
impetuosity, to gain a near view of the novice. 
He almost jostled her, in passing through the 

Eortal of the church, when, on her turning round, 
e beheld the countenance of a beautiful village 
girl, who had been the object of his ardent pursuit, 
but who had been spirited secretly out of his reach 
by her relatives. She recognized him at the same 
moment, and fainted ; but was borne within the 
grate of the chapel. It was supposed the agita- 
tion of the ceremony and the heat of the. throng 
had overcome her. After some time, the curtain 
which hung within the grate was drawn up: there 
stood the novice, pale and trembling, surrounded 
by the abbess and the nuns. The ceremony pro- 
ceeded ; the crown of flowers was taken from her 
head ; she was shorn of her silken tresses, re- 
ceived the black veil, and went passively through 
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the remainder of the ceremony/ 

** Don Manuel de Manara, on the contrary, was 
roused to fury at the sight of this sacrifice. His 
passion, which had almost faded away in the ab- 
sence of the object, now glowed with tenfold 
ardor, being inflamed by the difficulties placed in 
his way, and piqued by the measures which had 
been taken to defeat him. Never had the object 
of his pursuit appeared so lovely and desirable as 
when within the grate of the convent ; and he 
swore to have her, in defiance of heaven and 
earth. By dint of bribing a female servant of 
the convent he Contrived to convey letters to her, 
pleading his passion in the most eloquent and se- 
ductive terms. How successful they w^ere is only 
matter of conjecture ; certain it is, he undertook 
one night to scale the garden wall of the convent, 
either to carry off the nun or gain admission 'to 
her cell. Just as he was mounting the wall he 
was suddenly plucked back, and a stranger, 
mufiled in a cloak, stood before him. 

*• * Rash man, forbear ! ' cried he : * is It not 
enough to have violated all human ties ? Wouldst 
thou steal a bride from heaven ! ' 

*• The sword of Don Manuel had been drawn 
on the instant, and furious at this interruption, he 
passed it through the body of the stranger, who 
fell dead at his; feet. Hearing approachmg foot- 
steps, he fled the fatal spot^ and mounting his 
horse, which was at hand, retreated to his estate 
in the country, at no great distance from Seville. 
Here he remained throughout the next day, full oft 
Kprror and remorse ; dreading lest he should be 
known as the murderer of the deceased, and fear- 
ing each moment the arrival of the officers of jus- 
tice. 

"The day passed, however, without molesta- 
tion ; and, as the evening" approached, unable any 
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longer to endure this state of uncertainty and ap- 
pjrehension, he ventured back to Seville. Irre- 
sfstibly his footsteps took the direction of the con- 
vent ; but he paused and hovered at a distance 
from the scene of blood. Several persons were 
gathered round the place, one of whom was busy 
nailing something against the convent wall. 
After a while they dispersed, and one passed near 
to Don Manuel. The latter addressed him, with 
a hesitating voice. 

** * Sefior,' said he, * may I ask the reason of 
yonder throng 1 * 

•* * A cavalier/ replied the other, * has been 
murdered.' 

*• * Murdered ! * echoed Pon Manuel ; * and can 
you tell me his name ? ** 

•* * Don Manuel de Manara,* replied the 
stranger, and passed on. 

'* Don Manuel was startled at this mention of 
his own name ; especially when applied to the 
murdered man. He ventured, when it was en- 
tirely deserted, to approach the fatal spot. A 
small cross had been nailed against the wall, as is 
customary in Spain, to mark the place where a 
murder has been committed ; and just below it, 
he read, by the twinkling light of a lamp : .* Here 
was murdered Don Manuel de Manara. Pray to 
God for his soul I * 

** Still more confounded and perplexed by this 
inscription, he wandered about the streets until 
the night was far advanced, and all was still and 
lonely. As he entered the principal square, the 
light of torches suddenly broke on him, and he 
beheld a grand funeral procession moving across 
it. There was a great train of priests, and many 
persons of dignified appearance, in ancient Span- 
ish dresses, attending as mourners, none of whom 
he knew. Accostins: a servant w^o followed in 
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the train, he demanded the name of the defunct. ~ 

** * Don Manuel de Manara/ was the reply ; and 
it went cold to his heart. He looked, and indeed 
beheld the armorial bearings of his family em- 
blazoned on the funeral escutcheons. Yet not one 
of his family was to be seen among the mourners. 
The mystery was more and more incomprehensi- 
ble. 

** He followed the procession as it moved on to 
the cathedral. The bier was deposited before the 
high altar ; the funeral service was commenced, 
and the grand organ began to peal through the 
vaulted aisles. 

** Again the youth ventured to question this 
awful pageant. * Father,' said he, with trembling 
voice, to one of the priests, * who is this you are 
about to inter ? * 

*' * Don Manuel de Manara I ' replied the priest.- 

*** Father,' cried Don Manuel, impatiently, 
* you are deceived. This is some imposture. 
Know that Dbn Manuel de Manara is alive and 
well, and now stands before you. / am Don 
Manuel de Manara ! ' 

** ' A vaunt, rash youth ! * cried the priest ; 
' know that Don Manuel de Manara is dead \ — is 
dead \ — is dead ! — and we are all souls from pur- 
gatory, his deceased relatives and ancestors, and 
others that have been aided by masses of his 
family, who are permitted to come here and pray 
for the repose of his soul ! ' 

•* Don Manuel cast round a fearful glance upon 
the assemblage, in antiquated Spanish garbs, and 
recognized in their pale and ghastly countenances 
the portraits of many an ancestor that hung in the 
family picture-gallery. He now lost all self-com- 
mand, rushed up to the bier, and beheld the 
counterpart of himself, but in the fixed and livid 
lineaments of death. Just at that moment tht 
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whole choir burst forth with a * Requiescat in 
pace,* that shook the vaults of the cathedral. 
Don Manuel sank senseless on the pavement. 
He was found there early the next morning by the 
sacristan, and conveyed to his home. When 
sufficiently recovered, he sent for a friar and made 
a full coniession of all that had happened. 

** * My son,* said thfe friar, * all this is a miracle 
and a mystery, intended for thy conversion and 
. salvation. The corpse thou hast seen was a token 
that thou hadst died to sin and the world ;.take 
warning by it, and henceforth live to righteous- 
ness and heaven J' 

•* Don Manuel did take warning by it. Guided 
by the counsels of the worthy friar, he- disposed 
of all his temporal affairs ; dedicated the greater 
part of his wealth to pious uses, especially to the 
performance of masses for souls in purgatory ; 
and finally, entering a convent became one of the 
most zealous and exemplary monks in Seville." 



While my companion was relating this storj^ 
my eyes wandered, from time to time, about the 
dusky church. Methought the burly countenances 
of the monks in their distant choir assumed a pallid, 
ghastly hue, and their deep metallic voices had a 
sepulchral sound. By the time the story was 
ended, they had ended their chant; and, extin- 
guishing their lights, glided one by one, like 
shadows, through a small door in the side of the 
choir. A deeper gloom prevailed over the 
church ; the figure opposite me on horseback 
grew more and more spectral ; and' I almost ex- 
pected to see it bow its head. 

** It is time to be off," said my companion, 
** unless we intend to sup with the statue." 

" I have no relish for such fare or such com- 
pany," replied I ; and, following my companion, 
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we groped our way through the "mouldering clois- 
ters. As we passed by the ruined cemetery, 
keeping up a casual conversation, by way of dis- 
pelling the loneliness pt.thei scene, I called to 
mind the words df the poet ; ■"" 

• 

The tombs 

And monumental caves of death look cold, 
And shoot a chiUn^s to my tremblilig heart I 
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice ; 
Nay, speak — and let me hear thy voice ; 
My owa affrights roe with its echoes. 

There wanted nothing but the marble statue ol 
the commander striding along the jechoing clois- 
ters to complete the haunted scene. 

Since that time I never fail to attend the theatre 
whenever the story of Don Juan is represented, 
whether in pantomime or opera. In the sepul- 
chral scene, I feel myself quite at home ; and 
when the statue makes his appearance, I greet 
him as an old acquaintance. When the audience 
applaud, I look round upon them with a degree 
ol compassion. ** Poor souls !" I say to myself* 
•* they think they are pleased ; they think they en- 
joy this piece, and yet they consider the whole as 
a fiction ! How much more would they enjoy it, 
if like me they knew it to be true— ^«a had se^n 
the Viry ^iace r* 



M» 



BROEK: 



Or the Dutch Paradise. 



It has long been a matter of discussion and 
conttdversjr among the pious and the learned^ as 
ta'the situation trf the terrestrial paradise from 
whence our first. -parents were exiled. This 
question iras.; been put to rest by certain of the 
faithfut m Holland, wha have decided in favor of 
the viHage of 1 Broek, about six miles from Am- 
sterdam, it: may not, they observe, correspond 
iri all respects. to the description of the Garden of 
Edert, handed down from days of yore, but it 
comes nearer to their ideas of a perfect paradise 
than any other place on earth. 

This eulogium induced me to make some in- 
quiries as to this favored spot in the course of a 
sojourn at the city of Amsterdam, and the infor- 
mation I procured fully justified the enthusiastic 
praises I had heard. The village of Broek is situ- 
ated in Waterland, in the midst of the greenest 
and richest pastures ot Holland, I may say, of 
Europe. These pastures are the source of its 
wealth, for it is famous for its dairies, and for 
those oval cheeses which regale and perfume the 
whole civilized world. The population consists 
of about six hundred persons, comprising several 
families which have inhabited the place since time 
immemorial, and have waxed rich on the products 
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of their meadows. They keep all their wealth 
among themselves, intermarrymg, and keeping 
all strangers at a wary distance. They are a 
•* hard money'* people, and remarkable lor turn 
ing the penny tne right way. It is said to have 
been an old rule, established by one of the primi- 
tive financiers and legislators of Broek, that no 
one should leave the village with more than six 
guilders in his pocket, or return with less than 
ten ; a shrewd regulation, well worthy the atten- 
tion of modern political economists, who are so 
anxious to fix the balance of trade. 

What, however, renders Broek so perfect an 
elysium in the eyes of all true Hollanders, is the 
matchless height to which the spirit of cleanliness 
is carried there. It amounts almost to a religion 
am.ong the inhabitants, who pass the greater part 
of their time rubbing and scrubbing, and painting 
and varnishing ; each housewife vies with her 
neighbor in her devotion to the scrubbing-brush, 
as zealous Catholics do in their devotion to the. 
cross ; and it is said a notable housewife of the 
place in days of yore is held in pious reixiem- 
hrance, and almost canonized as a saint, for hav- 
ing died of pure exhaustion and chagrin in an 
ineffectual attempt to scour a black man white. 

These particulars awakened my ardent curios- 
ity to see a place which I pictured to myself the 
very fountain-head of certain hereditary habits 
and customs prevalent among the descendants of 
the original Dutch settlers of my native State. I 
accordingly lost no time in performing a pilgrim- 
age to Broek. 

Before I reached the place I beheld symptoms 
of the tranquil character of its inhabitants. A 
little clump-built boat was in full sail along the 
lazy bosom of a canal, but its sail consisted of the 
t>ladc§ qt two paddles stood on end, while the 
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navigator sat steering with a third paddle in the 
stern, crouched dowii like a toad, with a slouched 
hat drawn over his eyes. I -presumed him to be 
sohie nautical lover on the way ip his mistress. 
After proceeding a little farther I came in sight of 
the harbor or port of destination of this drowsy 
navigator. This was the Broeken-Meer, an artifi- 
cial basin, or sheet of olive-green water, tranquil 
as a mill-pond. On this the village of Broek is 
situated, and the borders are laboriously decorated 
with fiower-beds, box-trees clipped into all kinds 
of ingenious shapes and fancies, and little ** lust" 
houses, or pavilions. 

I alighted outside of the village, for no horse 
nor vehicle is permitted to enter its precincts, lest 
it should cause defilement of the well'scoured 
pavements. Shaking the dust off my feet, there- 
fore, I prepared to enter, with due reverence and 
circumspection, this sanctum sanctorum of Dutch 
cleanliness. I entered by a narrow street, paved 
with yellow bricks, laid edgewise, and so clean 
that one might eat from theni. Indeed, tliey 
were actually worn deep, not by the tread of feet, 
but by the friction of the scrubbing-brush. 

The houses were built ot wood, and all appear- 
ed to have been freshly painted, ot green, yellow, 
and other bright colors. They were separated 
from each other by gardens and orchards, and 
stood at some little distance from the street, with 
wide areas or courtyards, paved in mosaic, with 
variegated stones, polished by frequent rubbing. 
The areas were divided from the street by cur- 
iously-wrought railings, or balustrades, of iron, 
surmounted with brass and copper balls, scoured 
into dazzling effulgence. The very trunks olthe 
trees in front of the houses were by the same 
process made to look as if they had been var- 
nished. The porches, doors, and window-framca 
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of the houses were of exotic woods, curiously 
carved, and polished like costly {urniture. The 
front doors are never opened, excepting on christ- 
enings, marriages, or funerals ; on all ordin«.ry 
occasions,, visitors enter .J>y the back door. In 
former times, persons when admitted had to put 
on slippers, but this oriental ceremony is no longer 
insisted upon. 

A poor devil Frenchman who attended upon me 
as cicerone, boasted with some degree of exulta- 
tion, of a triumph of his countrymen over the 
stern regulations of the place. During the time 
that Holland was overrun by the armies of the 
French Republic, a French general, surrounded 
by his whole ^tat major, who had come from 
Amsterdam to view the wonders oi Broek, ap-- 
plied for admission at one of these taboo'd por- 
tals. The reply was, that the ownernever receiv- 
ed any one who did not come introduced by some 
Iriend, ** Very well," said the general, ''take 
ray compliments to your master, and tell him I 
wiH return here to-morrow with a company of 
soldiers, * pour parler raison avec nion ami 
Hollandais' " Terrified at the idea of having a 
company of soldiers billeted upon him, the owner 
threw open his house, entertained the general and 
his retinue with unwonted hospitality ; though it 
is said it cost the family a month's scrubbing and 
scouring, to restore all things to exact order, after 
this military invasion. My vagabond informant 
seemed to consider this one of the greatest victor- 
ies of the republic. 

I walked about the place in mute wonder and 
admiration. A dead stillness prevailed around, 
like that in the desertea streets of Pompeii. No 
sign of life was to be seen, excepting now and 
then a hand, and a long pipe, and an occasional 
puff of smoke,.. out of the window of some " lust- 



hauV* ovserhanging a miniature canal ; and on 
approaching a littl« nearer, the periphery in pro- 
file of some robustious burgher. . 

Among the grand houses pointed out to me 
were those of Claes Baklcer, and Cornelius Baic- 
ker, richly carved and gilded, with flower gardens 
and clipped shrubberies ; and that of the Great 
Ditmus, who my poor devil cicerone informed 
me, in a whisper, was worth two millions ; all 
these were mansions shut up from the world, and 
only kept to be cleaned. After having been con- 
ducted from one" wonder to another of the village, 
I was ushered by my guide into the grounds and 
gardens of Mynheer Broekker, another mighty 
cheese-manufacturer, worth eighty thousand 
guilders a year. I had repeatedly been struck 
w^h the similarity of all that I had seen in this 
amphibious little village, to the buildings and 
landscapes on Chinese platters and tea-pots ; but 
here I found the similarity complete ; for I was 
told that these gardens were modelled upon Van 
Bramm*s description of those of Yuen mm Yuen, 
in China. Here were serpentine walks, with trel- 
lised borders ; winding canals, with fanciful Chi- 
nese bridges ; flower-beds resembling huge bask-, 
ets, with the flower of ** love lies bleeding" fall- 
ing over to the ground. But mostly had the fancy 
of Mynheer Broekker been displayed about a stag- 
nant little lake, on which a corpulent little pin- 
nace lay at anchor. On the border was a cottage 
within which were sl wooden man and woman 
seated at table, and a wooden dog beneath, all 
the size of liffi ; on pressing a spring, the woman 
commenced spinning, and the dog barked furious- 
ly. On the lake were wooden swans, painted to 
the life ; some floating, others on the nest amonff 
the rushes ; while a wooden sportsman, crouchoH 
s^mong the busheSi was preparing bis gun to take 
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deadly air. In another part of the garden was a 
dominie in his clerical rones, with wig, pipe, and 
cocked hat ; and mandarins with nodding heads, 
amid red lions, green tigers, and blue hares. 
Last ot all, the heathen deities, in wood and 
phister, male and female, naked and bare-faced as 
usual, and seeming to stare with wonder at find- 
ing themselves in such strange company. 

My shabby French guide, while he pointed out 
all these mechanical marvels of the garden, was 
anxious to let me see that he had too polite a 
taste to be pleased with them. At every new 
nick-nack he would screw down his mouth, shrug 
up his shoulders, take a pinch of snuff, and ex- 
claim : ** Ma/oi, Monsieur ^ ces Hollandais sont 
forts pour ces be Uses Id!** 

To attempt to gain admission to any of these 
stately abodes was out of the question, naving no 
company of soldiers to enforce a solicitation. I 
was fortunate enough, however, through the aid 
of my guide, to make my way into the kitchen of 
the illustrious Ditmus, and I question whether the 
parlor would have proved more worthy of observa- 
tion. The cook, a little wiry, hook-nosed woman, 
worn thin by incessant action and friction, was 
bustling about among her kettles and saucepans, 
with the scullion at her heels, both clattering in 
wooden shoes, which were as clean and white as 
the milk-pails ; rows of vessels, of brass and cop- 
per, regiments of pewter dishes, and portly por- 
ringers, gave resplendent evidence of the intensity 
of their cleanliness ; the very trammels and hang- 
ers in the fireplace were highly scoured, and the 
burnished face of the good Saint Nicholas shone 
forth from the iron plate of the chimney back. 

Among the decorations of the kitchen was a 
printed sheet of woodcuts, representing the var- 
ious holiday customs of Holland, with explanatory 
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rhymes, flere I was delighted to recognize the 
jollities of New Year's Day ; the festivities of 
Paas and Pinkster, and all the other merry-mak- 
ings handed down in my native place from the 
earliest times of New Amsterdam, and which had 
been such bright spots in 'the year in tny child- 
hood. I eagerly made myself master of this pre- 
cious document, for a trifling consideration, and 
bore it off as a memento of the place ; though I 
question if, in so doing, I did not carry off with 
me the whole current literature of Broek. 

I must not omit to mention that this village is 
the paradise of cows as well as men ; indeed you 
would almost suppose the cow to be as much an 
object of worship here, as the bull was among the 
ancient Egyptians ; and well does she merit it, for 
she is in jtact the patroness of the place. The 
same scrupulous cleanliness, however, which per- 
vades everything else, is manifested in the treat- 
ment of this venerated animal. She is not per- 
mitted to perambulate the place, but in winter, 
when she forsakes the rich pasture, a well-built 
house is provided for her, well painted, and main- 
tained in the most perfect order. Her stall is of 
ample dimensions ; the floor is scrubbed and pol- 
ished ; her hide is daily curried and brushed and 
sponged to her heart's content, and her tail is 
daintily tucked up to the ceiling, and decorated 
with a riband ! , 

On my way back through the village, I passed 
the house of the prediger, or preacher ; a very com- 
fortable mansion, which led me to augur well of 
the state of religion in the village. On inquiry, I 
was told that for a long time the inhabitants lived 
in a great state of indifference as to religious mat- 
ters ; it was in vain that their preachers endeav- 
ored to arouse their thoughts as to a future state ; 
the joys of heaven, as commonly depicted, were 
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but little to their taste. At length a dominie ap. 
peared among them who struck out in a different', 
vein. He depicted the New Jerusalem as a plao i 
all smooth arid level ; with beautiful dykes, anj 
ditches, and canals ; and houses all shining with 
paint and varnish, aod glazed tiles ; and where 
there should never come horse, or ass, or cat, or 
dog, or anything that could make noise or dirt ; 
but there should be nothing but rubbing and 
scrubbing, and washing and paijiting. aad gilding 
and varnishini^, for ever and ever, amen ! Since 
that time, the good housewives of Broek h^ve all 
turned their faces Zioi^-ward. 
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SKETCHES IN- PARIS 

• • - . ** 

,' ." ■ m 1825. 

* 

From the Travelling Note- Book of Geoffrey 

Crayon, Gent. 



,A Parisian hotel is a street set on end, the 
grand staircase forming* the highway, and every 
floor a separate habitation. Let me describe thie 
one in which I am lodged, which may serve as a 
specimen ot its class. It is a huge quadrangular 
pile of stone, built roun4-a^acious paved court. 
The ground floor is occupied by shops, maga- 
zines, and domestic offices. Then comes the 
entresol, with low ceilings, short windows, and 
dwarf chambers ; then succeed a succession of 
floors, or stories, rising one above the other, to 
the number of Mahomet's heavens. Each floor 
is like a distinct mansion, complete in itself, 
with ante-chamber, saloons, dining and sleeping 
rooms, kitchen and other conveniencies for the 
accommodation of a family. Some floors are di- 
vided into two or more suites of apartments. 
Each apartment has its main door of entrance, 
opening upon the staircase, or landing-places, 
and lockecl like a street door. Thus several fam- 
ilies and numerous single persons live under the 
same roof, totally independent ot each other, and 
may live so for years without holding more in- 
tercourse than is kept up in other cities by resi- 
dents in the same street. 

Like the great world, this little microcosm has 
its gradations of rank and style and importance. 
The Premier » or first floor, with its grana saloons. 



186 TliM CJRA YON PAPERS. 

lofty ceilings, and splendid furniture, is decidedly 
the aristoeratical part of the establishment. The 
second floor is scarcely less aristoeratical and 
magnificent ; the other floors go on lessening in 
splendor as they gain in altitude, and end with 
the attics, the region of petty tailors, clerks, and 
sewing girls. To make tne filling up of the man- 
sion complete, every odd nook and corner is fitted 
.up as ^joH petit appartement d garden (a pretty 
little bachelor's apartment), that is to say, some 
little dark inconvenient nestling-place for a poor 
devil of a bachelor. 

The whole domain is shut up from the street 
by a great porte-cochere, or portd, calculated 
for the admission ol carriages. This consists of 
two massy folding-doors, that swing heavily open 
upon a spacious entrance, passing under the front 
or the edifice into the court-yard. On one side is 
a spacious staircase leading to the upper apart- 
ments. Immediately without the portal is the 
porter's lodge, a small room with one or two bed- 
rooms adjacent, for the accommodation of the 
concierge^ or porter and his family. This is one 
of the most important functionaries of the hoteL 
He is, in fact, the Cerberus of the establishment^ 
and no one can pass in or out without his knowl- 
edge and consent. ll\it porte-cochere in general 
is fastened by a sliding bolt, from which a cord 
or wire passes into the porter's lodge. Whoever 
wishes to go out must speak to the porter, who 
draws the bolt. A visitor from without gives a 
single rap with the massive knocker ; the bolt is 
immediately drawn, as if by an invisible hand ; 
the door stands ajar, the visitor pushes it open, 
and enters. A face presents itself at the glass 
door of the porter's little chamber ; the stranger 
pronounces the name of the person he comes to 
seek. If the person or family is of importance, 
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occupying the first or second floor, the porter 
founds a bell once or twice, .to give notice that a 
visitor is at hand. The stranger in the meantime 
ascends the great staircase, the highway common 
to all, and arrives at the outer Joor, equivalent to 
a street door, of the suite of rooms inhabited by 
his friends. Beside this hangs a bell-cord, with 
which he rings for admittance. 

V/hen the family or person inquired for is of 
less 'importance, or lives in some remote part of 
the mansion less easy to be apprized, no signal is 
given. The applicant pronounces the name at 
the porter's door, and is told, ** Montez au trot- 
sieme, au quatrihne ; sounez d la porte d droite, 
ou a gauche J (** Ascend to the third or fourth 
story ; ring the bell on the right, or left hand 
door") as the case may be. 

The porter and his wife act as domestics to such 
of the inmates of the mansion as do not keep ser- 
vants ; making their beds, arranging their rooms, 
lighting their fires, and doing other menial offices, 
for which they receive a monthly stipend. They 
are also in confidential intercourse with the ser- 
vants of the other inmates, and, having an eye on 
all the in-comers and out-goers, are thus enabled, 
by hook and by crook, to learn the secrets and 
domestic history of every member of the little ter- 
ritory within the porte-cochere. 

The porter's lodge is accordingly a great scene 
of gossip, where all the private affairs of this in- 
terior neighborhood are discussed. The court- 
yard, also, is an assembling place in the evenings 
for the servants of the different families, and a 
sisterhood of sewing girls from the entre-sols and 
the attics, to play at various games, and dance to 
the music of their own songs, and the echoes 
of their feet, at which assemblages the porter's 
daughter takes the lead ; a fresh, pretty, buxom 
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girl, generally called *' La Petite t^* though almost, 
as tall as a grenadier. These little evening gath* 
firings, so characteristic of this gay country, arft' 
countenanced by the various families of the man* 
sion, who often look down from their windows 
and balconies, on moonlight evenings, and enjoy 
the simple revels ot their domestics, I must ob- 
serve, however, that the hotel 1 am describing is 
rather a quiet, retired one, where most of the in- 
mates are permanent residents from year to year, 
so that there is more of the spirit of neighbors- 
hood than in the bustling, fashionable hotels in 
the gay parts of Paris, which are continually: 
changing their inhabitants. 



MY FRENCH NEIGHBOR. 

I OFTEN amuse myself by watching from my win- 
dow (which bv the bye, is tolerably elevateci), the 
movements ot the teeming little world below me ; 
and as I am on sociable terms with the porter and 
his wife, I gather from them, as they light my 
fire, or serve my breakfast, anecdotes of all my 
fellow lodgers. I have been somewhat curious in 
studying a little antique Frenchman, who occu* 
pies one of ih^jolie chambres d garden ^x^^A^ 
mentioned. He is one of those superannuated vet* 
erans who flourished before the revolution, and 
have weathered all the storms of Paris, in conse- 
quence, very probably, of being fortunately too in- 
significant to attract attention. He has a small 
income, which he manages with the skill of a 
French economist ; appropriating so much for 
his lodgings, so much for his meals ; so much for 
his visits to St. Cloud and Versailles, and so much 
for his seat at the theatre. He has resided in the 
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hotel for years, ?in4 alAynysin.the same chamber, 
which he furnishes at his own expense; . The dec«. 
orations of the room oiark his various a^es. There, 
are some gallant pictures which he hung up in 
his younger days ; with a portrait of a lady of 
rank, whom he speaks tenderly of, dressed in the, 
old French taste : and a pretty opera dancer, 
pirouetting in a hoop petticoat, who lately died at 
a good old age. In a corner of this picture is j 
stuck a. prescription for rheumatism, and below ' 
it stands an eaay-chair. He has a small parrot 
at the window, to amuse him when within doors, 
and a pug dog to accompany him in his daily 
peregrinations. While I am writing he is cross- 
ing the court to go out. He is attired in his best 
coat, of sky-blue, and- is doubtless bound for the 
Tuileries, His hair is dressed in the old style, 
with powdered ear-locks and a pig-taiL. His lit- 
tle dog trips alter him, sometimes on four legs, 
sometimes on three, and looking as if his leather 
small-clothes were too tight for him. Now the 
old gentleman staps to have a word with an old 
crony who lives in the entre-sol, and is just re- 
turnmg from his promenade. Now they take a 
pinch of snuff together ; now they pull out huge 
red cotton handkerchiefs (those *' flags of abomi- 
nation," as they have well been called) and blow 
their noses most sonorously. Now they turn to 
make remarks upon their two little dogs, who 
are exchanging the morning's salutation ; now 
they part, and my old gentleman stops to have a 
passing word with the porter's wife ; and now he 
sallies forth, and is fairly launched upon the town 
for the day. 

No man is so methodical as a complete idler, 
and none so scrupulous in measuring and por- 
tioning out his time as he whose time is worth 
nothing. The oM gentleman in question has his 



•m ' THE CBATON PAF^MB, 

His ievftiiings are. chiefly spent at a club of his 
countrymen, where the, London papers are taken* 
Sometimes his daughters entice him to tiie thc^ 
atres, but not often. He abu^s French tragedy, 
as all fustian and bombast, Talma a& a ranter, 
and Duchesnois as a mere termagant. It is true 
his ear is not sufficiently familiar with the lan- 
guage to understand French verse, and he gen- 
erally goes to sleep during the performance. The 
wit of the French comedy is flat and pointless to 
him. He would not give one oC Munden*s wry 
laces, or Listpn's inexpressible looks lor the 
whole ol it. 

He will not admit that Paris has any a'dvantage 
over London, The Seine is a muddy rivulet in 
comparison with the Thames ; the West End pf 
London surpasses the finest parts of the French 
capital ;. ana on some one's observing that there 
was a very thick fog out of doors : ** Pish I" said 
he, crustily, *' it's nothing to the fogs we have in 
London." 

He has infinite trouble in bringing his table into 
anything like conformity to Englisn rule. With 
his liquors, it is true, he is tolerably successful. 
He procures London porter, and a stock of port and 
sherry, at considerable expense ; for he observes 
that ne cannot stand those cursed thin French 
wines, they dilute his blood so much as to give 
him the rheumatism. As to their white wines, 
he stigmatizes them as mere substitutes for cider ; 
and as to claret, why *' it would be port if it 
could." He has continual quarrels with his 
French cook, whom he renders wretched by in- 
sisting on his conforming to Mrs, Glass ; for it is 
easier to convert a Frenchman from his religion 
than his cookery. The poor fellow, by dint of re- 
peated efforts, once brought himself to serve up 
ros ^(/^'sufficiently raw to suit what he considered 
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th€ cannibal taste Of his master ; but th^n he 
c6aid not refrain, at the last moment, adding some 
exquisite sauce, that put the oid gentlemaa in a 
fury. • . 

He detests wood-fires, and has procured a 
quantity of coal ; but not haviag a grate, he is 
obliged to burn it on the hearth. Here he sits 
« poking and stirring the fire with one end of a 
' tongs, while the room is as murky as a smithy ; 
railfng at French chimneys, French masons, and 
French architects ; giving a poke at the end of 
every sentence, as though he were stirring up the 
very bowels of the delinquents he is anathematiz- 
ing. He lives in a state militant with inanimate 
objects around him ; gets into high dudgeon with 
doors and casements, because they will not come 
under English law, and has implacable feuds with 
sundry refractory pieces of furniture. Among 
these is one in particular with which he is sure to 
have a high quarrel every time he goes to dress. 
It is a commode, one of those smooth, polished, 
plausible pieces of French furniture, that have 
the perversity ot five hundred devils. Each drawer 
has a will of its own ; will open or not, just as 
the whim takes it, and sets lock and key at defi- 
ance. Sometimes a drawer will refuse to yield 
to either persuasion or force, and will part with 
both handles rather than yield ; another will 
come out in the most coy and coquettish manner 
imaginable; elbowing along, zig-zag ; one corner 
retreating as the other advances ; making a thou- 
sand difficulties and objections at every move ; 
until the old gentleman, out of all patience, gives 
a sudden jerK, and brings drawer and contents 
into the middle of the floor. His hostility to this 
unlucky piece of furniture increases every day, as 
if incensed that it does not grow better. He is 
like the fretful invalid, who cursed his bed, that 
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the longer he lay the harder it grew. The only 
benefit Tie has derived from the quarrel is, that it 
has furnished him with a crusty joke, which he, 
utters on all occasions. He swears that a French 
commode is the most mcommodious thing in ex- 
istence, and tha^ although the nation cannot make 
a joint-stool that will 3tand steady, yet they are 
always talking of t:vtryi\\\ng shting per/ectionee. 
His servants understand his humor, and avail 
themselves of it. He was one day disturbed by a \ 

pertinacious rattling and shaking at one of the 
doors, and bawled out in an angry tone to know 
the cause of the disturbance. **Sir," said the 
iootman, testily, ** it*s this confounded French a 

lock !'* *• Ah !** said the old gentleman", pacified \ 

by this hit at the nation, ** I thought there was | 

something French at the bottom" of it l" j 

ENGLISH AND FRENCH CHARACTER. ' ( 

As I am a mere looker on in Europe, and hold ( 

myself as much as possible aloof from its quarrels | 

and prejudices, I leel something like one over- 
looking a game, who, without any great skill of 
his own, can occasionally perceive the blunders of 
much abler players*. This neutrality of feeling 
enables me to enjoy the contrasts of character 
presented in this time oi general peace, when the 
various people of Europe, who have so long been 
sundered by wars, are brought together and 
placed side by side in this great gathering-place 
of nations. No greater contrast, however, is ex- 
hibited than that of the French and English^. 
The peace has deluged this gay capital with En- 
glish visitors of all ranks and conditions. They 
throng every place of curiosity and amusement ; 
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fill the public gardens, the galleries, the cafds, 
saloons, theatres ; always herding together, never 
Associating with the French. The two nations 
Sire like two threads of different colors, tangled 
together but never blended. 

In fact they presenta continual antithesis, and 
seem to value themselves upon being unlike each 
other ; yet each have their peculiar merits, which 
should entitle them to each other's esteem. The 
French intellect is quick and active. It flashes 
its way into a subject with the rapidity of light- 
ning ; seizes upon remote conclusions with a sud- 
den bound, and its deductions are almost intui- 
tive. The English intellect is less rapid, but 
more persevering ; less sudden, but more sure in 
its deductions. The quickness and mobility of 
the French enable them to find Enjoyment in the 
multiplicity of sensation^. They speak and act 
more from immediate impressions than from re- 
flection and meditation. They are^therefore more 
social and communicative ; more fond of society, 
and of places of public resort and amusement. 
An Englishman is more reflective in his habits. 
He lives in the World of his own thoughts, and 
seems more self-existent and self-dependent. He 
loves the quiet of his own apartment, even when 
abroad, he in a manner makes a little solitude 
around him, by his silence and reserve ; he moves 
about shy and solitary, and as it were, buttoned 
up, body and soul. 

The French are great optimists ; they seize 
upon every good as it flies, and revel in the pass- 
ing pleasure. The Englishman is too apt to ne- 
glect the present good, in preparing against the 
possible evil. However adversities may lower, 
let the sun shine but for a moment, and forth 
sallies the mercurial Frenchman, in holiday dress 
and holiday spirits, gay as a butterfly, as though 
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}iis sunshine were perpetual ; but let the sun 
learn never so brightly, so there be but a cloud 
j.i the horizon, ihe wary Englishman ventures 
forth distrustfully, with his umbrella in his hand- 

The Frenchman has a wonderful facility at 
turning small things to advantage. No one can 
be gay and luxurious on smaller means ; no one 
requires less expense to be happy. He practises 
a kind of gilding in his style of living, and ham- 
mers out every guinea into gold leaf. The 
Englishman, on the contrary, is expensive in his 
habits, and expensive in his enjoyments. He 
values everything, whether useful or ornamental, 
by what it costs. He has no satisfaction in 
show, unless it be solid and complete. Every- 
thing goes with him by the square foot. What- 
ever display he makes, the depth is sure to equal 
the surface. 

The Frenchman's habitation, like himself, is 
open, cheerful, bustling, and noisy. He lives in 
a part of a great hotel, with wide portal, paved 
court, a spacious dirty stone staircase, and a 
family on every floor. All is clatter and chatter. 
He is good, humored and talkative with his ser* 
vants, sociable with his neighbors, and com- 
plaisant to all the world. Anvbody has access to 
himself and his apartments ; his very bed-room 
is open to visitors, whatever may be its state of 
confusion ; and all this not from any peculiarly 
hospitable feeling, but from that communicative 
habit which predominates over his character. 

The Englishman, on the contrary, ensconces 
himself in a snug brick mansion, which he has all 
to himself ; locks the front door ; puts broken 
bottles along his walls, and spring guns and man- 
traps in his gardens ; shrouds himself with trees 
and window-curtains ; exults in his quiet and pri- 
nicy, and seems disposed to keep out noise, dajy- 
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light, and company. His house, like himself, has 
a reserved,- inhospitaWe exterior; yet whoever 
gains admittanee is apt to find a warm heart, and 
warm fireside within. 

The French excel in wit, th^ English in 
humor ; the French have gayer fancy, the English 
richer imagination. The former are full of sensi- 
bility ; easily moved, and prone to sudden and 
great excitement ; but their excitement is not 
durable ; the English are more phlegmatic ; not 
so readily affected, but capable of being aroused 
to great enthusiasm. The faults of these opposite 
temperaments are that the vivacity of the French 
is apt to sparkle up and be frothy, the gravity of 
the English to settle down ancl grow muddy, 
When the two characters can be fixed in a 
medium, the French kept from effervescence and 
the English from stagnation, both will be found 
excellent. 

This contrast of character may also be noticed 
in the great concerns of the two nations. The 
ardent Frenchman is all for military renown ; he 
fights for glory, that is to say, for success in 
arms. For, provided the national flag is victori- 
ous, he cares little about the expense, the injus- 
tice, or the inutility of the wan It is wonderful 
how the poorest Frenchman vdll revel on a tri- 
umphant bulletin ; a great victory is meat and 
drink to him ; and at the sight of a military sov- 
ereign, bringing home captured cannon and cap- 
tured standards, he throws up his greasy cap in 
the air, and is ready to jump out of his wooden 
shoes for joy. 

John Bull, on the contrary, is a reasoning, con- 
siderate person. If he does wron^, it is in the 
nost rational way imaginable. He nghts because 
tie good of the world requires.it. He is a moral 
j?er5on, and makes war upon his neighbor for the 
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maintenance of peace and good order, and sound 
principles. He is a money-making- personage, 
and fights for the prosperity of commerce and 
manufactures. Thus the two nations have been 
fighting, time out of mind, for glory and good. 
The French, in pursuit of glory, have had their 
capital twice taken ; and John in pursuit of good, 
has run himself over head and ears in debt. 



THE TUILERIES AND WINDSOR CASTLE. 

I HAVE sometimes fancied I could discover na^ 
tional characteristics in national edifices. In the 
Chateau of the Tuileries, for instance, I perceive 
the same jumble of contrarieties that marks the 
French character ; the same whimsical mixture of 
the great and the little ,• the splendid and the pal- 
try, the sublime and the grotesque. On visiting 
thts iamous pile, the first thing that strikes both 
eye and ear is military display. The courts glitter 
with steel-clad soldiery, and resound with the 
tramp of horse, the roll of drum, and the bray of 
trumpet. Dismounted guardsmen patrol Its 
arcades, with loaded carbines, jingling spears, 
and clanking sabres. Gigantic grenadiers are 
posted about its staircases ; young officers of the 
guards loll from the balconies, or lounge in 
groups upon the terraces ; and the gleam ol bayo- 
net from window to windov/, shows that sentinels 
are pacing up and down the corridors and ante- 
chambers. The first floor is brilliant with the 
splendors of a court. French taste has tasked 
itself in adorning the sumptuous suites of apart- 
ments ; nor are the gilded chapel and the splen- 
did theatre forgotten, where* piety and pleasure 
are next-door neighbors, and harmonize together 
with perfect French Menseance, 
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Mingled up with all this regal and military 
magnificence, is a world of whimsical and make- 
shift detail. A great part of the huge edifice is 
cut up into little chambers and nestling- pi aces for 
retainers of the court, dependants on retainers, 
and hangers-on of dependants. Some are 
squeezed into narrow entre-cols, those low, dark, 
intermediate slices of apartments between floors, 
the- inhabitants of which seem shoved in edge- 
ways, like books between narrow shelevs ; others 
are perched like swallovvs7 under the eaves ; the 
high roofs, too, which are as tall and steep as a 
French cocked-hat, have rows of little dormant 
windows, tier above tier, just large enough to ad- 
mit light and air for some dormitory, and to en- 
a:ble its occupant to peep out at the sky. Even to 
the very ridge of the roof, may be seen here and 
there one of th<:se air-holes, with a stove pipe be- 
side it, to carry off the smoke from the handful of 
fuel with which its weazen-faced tenant simmers 
his demi'tasse of coffee. 

On approaching the palace from the Pont Royal, 
you take in at a glance all the various strata oi 
mhabitants ; the garreteer in the roof ; the re- 
tainer in the entre-sol ; the courtiers at the case-* 
ments of the royal apartments ; while on the 
ground. floor a steam or savory odors and a score 
or two of cooks, in white caps, bobbing their 
heads about the windows, betray that^ scientific 
and all-important laboratory, the Royal Kitchen. 

Go into the grand ante-chamber of the royal 
apartments on Sunday and see the mixture of Old 
and New France ; the old emigres, returned with 
the Bourbons; little withered, spindle-shanked 
old noblemen, clad in court dresses, that figured 
in these saloons before the revolution, and have 
been carefully treasured up during their exile ; 
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with the solitaires and ailei ds pigeon of for^^ 
days ; and the court sworda strutting <>ut behind, 
Hke pins stuck through dry tieetles., See them 
haunting the scenes ot their former splendor, in 
hopes of a restitution of estates, like ghosts haunt* 
ing the vicinity of buried treasure ; while around 
them you see the Young France, that have 
grown up in the fighting school of Napoleon ; all 
equipped en militaire ^ tall, hardy, frank, vigor-, 
ous, sun-burned, fierce^whiskered ; with tramping 
boots, towering crests, and glittering breast- 
plates. : 

It is incredible the number of ancient and 
hereditary feeders on royalty said to be housed in 
this establishment. Indeed all the royal palaces 
abound with noble families returned from exile, 
and who have nestling-places allotted them while 
they await the restoration of their estates, or the 
much-talked-of law indemnity. Some of . them 
have fine quarters, but poor living. Some fami* 
iies have but five or six hundred francs a year, 
and all their retinue consists of a servant woman. 
With all this, they maintain their old aristocratic \ 

cal hauteur t look down with vast contempt upon 
the opulent families which have risen since th^ 
revolution ; stigmatize them all ^.h parvenu^s, or 
upstarts, and refuse to visit them. 

In regarding the exterior of the Tuileries, with 
all its outward signs of internal populousness, I 
have often thought what a rare sight it would be 
to see it suddenly unroofed, and ail its nooks and 
corners laid open to the day. It would be like 
turning up the stump of an old tree, and dislodg* 
ing the world of grubs, and ants, and beetles 
lodged beneath. Indeed there is a scandalous 
anecdote current, that in the time of one of the 
petty plots, when petards were exploded under 
the windows of the Tuileries, the police made ^ 
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sadden investigation of the palace at four o'clock 
in the morning' ; when a scene of the most whim- 
sical confusion ensued. Hosts of supernumerary 
inhabitants were found foisted into the huge edi- 
fice ; every rat-hole had its occupant ; and places 
which had been considered as tenanted only by 
spiders, were found crowded with a surreptitious 
population. It is added, that many ludicrous ac- 
cidents occurred ; great scampering and slam- 
ming of doors, and whisking away in night-gowns 
and slippers ; and several persons, who were 
found by accident in their neighbors* chambers, 
evinced indubitable astonishment at the circum- 
stance. 

As I have fancied I could read the French 
character in the national palace of the Tuileries, 
so I have pictured to myself some of the traits of 
John Bull in his royal abode of Windsor Castle. 
The Tuileries, outwardly a peaceful palace, is in 
effect a swaggering military hold ; while the old 
castle, on the contrary, in spile of its bullying 
look, is completely under petticoat government. 
Every corner and nook is built up into some snug, 
cosy nestling place, some " procreant cradle,*' not 
tenanted by meagre expectants or whiskered 
warriors, but by sleek placemen ; knowing reaU 
izers of present pay and present pudding ; who 
seem placed there not to kill and destroy, but to 
breed and multiply. Nursery maids and children 
shine with rosy faces at the windows, and swarm 
about the courts and terraces. The very soldiers 
have a pacific look, and when off duty may be 
seen loitering about the place with the nursery- 
maids ; not making love to them in the gay gal- 
lant style of the French soldiery, but with infinite 
bonhommie aiding them to take care of the broods 
of children. 

Though the old castle is in decay, everything 
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It was several years afterward that I visited the 
field ot Waterloo. The ploughshare had been 
busy with its oblivious labors, and the frequent 
harvest had nearly obliterated the vestiges ot war. 
Still the blackened ruins of Hoguemont stood, a 
monumental pile, to mark the violence oi this 
vehement struggle. Its broken walls, pierced by 
ballets, and shattered by explosions, showed the 
deadly strife that had taken place within ; when 
Gaul and Briton, hemmed in between narrow 
walls, hand to hand and foot to foot, fought from- 
garden to court-yard, from court-yard to cham- 
ber» with intense and concentrated rivalship. '- 
Columns of smoke turned from this vortex of bat- ~ 
tie as from a Volcano : ** it was," said my g^iide, 
** like a little hell upon earth." Not far off, two 
or three broad spots of rank, unwholesome green 
still marked the places where these rival warribfs, 
after their fierce and fitful struggle, slept quietly 
together in the lap of their common mother earth. 
Over all the rest of the field peace had resumed 
its sway. The thoughtless whistle of the peasant 
floated on the air, instead of the trumpet's 
clangor ; the team slowly labored up the hill-side, 
once shaken by the hoofs of rushing squadrons ; 
and wide fields of corn waved peacefully over the 
soldiers' graves, as summer seas dimple over the 
place where many a tall ship lies buried. 



To the foregoing desultory notes on the French 
military character, let me append a few traits 
which I picked up verbally in one of the French 
provinces. They may have already appeared in 
print, but I have never met with them. 

At the breaking out of the revolution, when so 
many of the old families emigrated, a descendant 
of the great Turenne, by the name of De Latour. 
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D'Auvergne, refused to accompany his relations, 
and entered .into the Republican army. He 
served in all the campaigns of the revolution, dis- 
tinguished himself by his valor, his accomplish- 
ments, and his generous spirit, and might have 
risen to fortune and to the highest honors. He 
refused, however, all rank in the army, above that 
of captain, and would receive no recompense for 
his achievements but a sword of honor. Napo- 
leon, in testimony of his merits, gave him the title 
o{ Premier Grenadier de France (First Grenadier 
of France), which was the only title he would 
ever bear. He was killed in Germany, in 1809 
or '10. To honor his memory, his place was 
always retained in his regiment, as if he still oc- 
cupied it ; and whenever the regiment was mus- 
tered, and the name of De Latour D'Auvergne 
was called out, the reply was, '* Dead on the field 
of honor I" 



PARIS AT THE RESTORATION. 

Paris presented a singular aspect just after the 
downfall of Napoleon, and the restoration of the 
Bourbons. It was filled with a restless, roaming 
population ; a dark, sallow race, with fierce 
moustaches, black cravats, and feverish, menacing 
looks ; men suddenly thrown out of employ by the 
return of peace ; officers cut short in their career, 
and cast loose with scanty means, many of them 
in utter indigence, upon the world ; tne broken 
elements of armies. They haunted the places of 
public resort, like restless, unhappy spirits, tak- 
ing no pleasure ; hanging about, like lowering 
clouds that linger after a storm, and giving a sin- 

I^ular air of gloom to this otherwise gay metropo- 
ia. _ 
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The vaunted courtesy of the old school the 
smooth urbanity that prevailed in former days of 
settled government and long-established aris- 
tocracy, had disappeared amid ihe savage repub- 
licanism of the revolution and the military furor 
of the empire ; recent reverses had stung the na^ 
tional vanity to the cjuick ; and English travellers, 
who crowded to Pans on the return of peace exl 
pecting to meet with a gay, good-humored, com- 
plaisant populace, such as existed in the time of 
the Sentimental Journey," were surprised at 
finding them irritable and fractious, quick at 
iancying affronts, and not unapt to offer insults. 
Ihey accordingly inveighed with heat and bitter- 
ness at the rudeness they experienced in the French 
metropolis; yet what better had they to expect? 
Had Charles II. been reinstated in his kingdom 
l)y the valor of French troops ; had he t>een 
wheeled triumphantly to London over the trampled 
bodies and trampled standards of England's 
bravest sons ; had a French general dictated to 
the English capital, and a French army been quar- 
tered in Hyde-Park ; had Paris poured forth its 
motley population, and the wealthy bourgeoise of 
every French trading town swarmed to London ; 
crowding its squares ; filling its streets with their 
equipages ; thronging its fashionable hotels, and 
places of amusements ; elbowing its impoverished 
nobility out of their palaces and opera-boxes, and 
looking down on the humiliated inhabitants as a 
conquered people ; in such a reverse of the case, 
what degree of courtesy would the populace ot 
London have been apt to exercise toward their 
visitors ? * 

* The above remaiks were suggested by a conver- 
sation with the late Mr. Canning, whpm the author 
met in Paris, and who expressed himself in the most 
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On the contrary, I have always admired the de- 
gree of magnanimity exhibited by the French on 
the occupation of their capital by the English. 
When we consider the military ambition oi this 
nation, its love of glory ; the splendid height to 
which its renown in arms had recently been car- 
ried, and with these, the tremendous reverses it 
had just undergone ; its armies shattered, annihi- 
lated ; its capital captured, garrisoned, and over- 
run, and that too by its ancient rival, the English, 
toward whom it had cherished for centuries a 
jealous and almost religious hostility ; could we 
have wondered if the tiger spirit of this fiery peo- 
ple had broken out in bloody feuds and deadly 
quarrels ; and that they had sought to rid them- 
selves in any way of their invaders? But it is 
cowardly nations only, those who dare not wield 
the sword, that revenge themselves with the lurk- 
ing dagger. There were no assassinations ia 
Paris. The French had fought valiantly, desper- 
ately, in the field ; but, when valor was no longer 
of avail, they submitted like gallant men to a (ate 
they could not withstand. Some instances of in- 
sult from the populace w^ere experienced by their 
English visitors ; some personal rencontres, which 
led to duels, did take place ; but these smacked 
of open and honorable hostility. No instances of 
lurking and perfidious revenge occurred, and the 
British soldier patrolled the streets of Paris safe 
from treacherous assault. 

If the English met with harshness and repulse 
in social intercourse, it was in some degree a proof 
that the people are more sincere than has been 
•represented. The emigrants who had just re- 
turned, were not yet reinstated. Society was con- 
liberal way concerning the' magnanimity ot the French 
on the occupatioa of their capital by strangers 
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stituted of those who had flourished under the late 
regime ; the newly ennobled, the recently en- 
riched, who felt their prosperity and their conse- 
quence endangered by this change of things. The 
broken-down officer, who saw his glory tarnrshed, 
his fortune ruined, his occupation gone, could not 
be expected to look with complacency upon the 
authors of his downfall. The English visitor, 
flushed with health, and wealth, and victory, 
could little enter into the feelings ot the blighted 
warrior, scarred with a hundred battles, an exile 
from the camp, broken in constitution by the 
wars, impoverished by the peace, and cast back, 
a needy stranger in the splendid but captured 
metropolis ot his country. 

*Oh! who can tell what heroes feeL 
When all but life and honor's lost! 

And here let me notice the conduct of the 
French soldiery on the dismemberment of the 
army of the Loire, when two hundred thousand 
men were suddenly thrown out ot employ; men 
who had been brought up to the camp, and scarce 
knew any other home. Few in civil, peaceful life, 
are aware ot the severe trial to the feelings that 
takes place on the dissolution of a regiment. 
There is a fraternity in arms. The community 
of dangers, hardships, enjoyments ; the participa- 
tion in battles and victories ; the companionship 
in adventures, at a time of life when men's feel- 
ings are most fresh, susceptible, and ardent, all 
these bind the members of a regiment strongly 
together. To them the regiment is friends, 
family, home. They identify themselves with its 
fortunes, its glories, its disgraces. Imagine this 
romantic tie suddenly dissolved ; the regiment 
broken up ; the occupation of its members 
gone ; their military pride mortified ; the ca- 
reer of glory closed behind them ; that of ob* 
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scurity, dependence, want, neglect, perhaps beg* 
gary, before them. Such was the case with the 
soldiers of the Army of the Loire. They were 
sent off in squads, with officers, to the principal 
towns where they were to be disarmed and dis- 
charged. In this way they passed through the 
country with arms in their hands, often expose<l 
to slights and scoffs, to hunger and various hard- 
ships aad privations ; but they conducted them- 
selves magnanimously, without any of those out- 
breaks of violence and wrong that so often attend 
the dismemberment of armies. 

The few years that have, elapsed since the time 
above alluded to, have already had their effect. 
The proud and angry spirits which then roamed 
about Paris unemployed have cooled down and 
found occupation. The national character be- 
gins to recover its old channels, though worn 
deeper by- recent torrents. The natural urbanity 
of the French begins to find its way^ like oil, to 
the surface, though there still remains a degree of 
roughness and bluntness of manner, partly real, 
and partly affected, by such as imagine it to indi- 
cate force and frankness. The events of the last 
thirty years have rendered the French a more re- 
flecting people. They have acquired greater in- 
dependence of mind and strength of judgment, 
together with a portion of that prudence which 
results from experiencing the dangerous conse- 
quences of excesses. However that period may 
have been stained by crimes, and filled with ex- 
travagances, the French have certainly come out 
of it a greater nation than before. One of their 
own philosophers observes that in one or two 
generations the nation will probably combine the 
ease and elegance of the old character with force 
and solidity. They were light, he says, before 
the revolution ; then wild and savage ; they have 
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become more thoughtful and reflective. It Is 
only old Frenchmen, now-a-days, that are gay 
and trivial ; the young are very serious person- 
ages. 

P.S. In the course of a morning's walk, about the 
time the above remarks were written, I observed 
the Duke of Wellington, who was on a brief visit 
to Paris. He was alone, simply attired in a blue 
frock ; with an umbrella under his arm, and his 
hat drawn over his eyes, and sauntering across 
the Place Venddme, close by the Column of 
Napoleon. He gave a glance up at the column as 
he passed, and continued his loitering way up the 
Rue de la Paix ; stopping occasionally to gaze in 
at the shop-windows ; elbowed now and then by 
other gazers, who little suspected jthat the quiet, 
lounging individual they were jostling so uncere- 
moniously, was the conqueror who had twice en- 
tered their capital victoriously ; had controlled the 
destinies of the nation, and eclipsed the glory of 
the military idol, at the base of whose column he 
was thus negligently sauntering. 

Some years afterward I was at an evening's en* 
tertainment given by the Duke at Apsley House, 
to William IV. The duke had manifested his ad- 
miration of his great adversary, by ha\'ing por- 
traits of him in different parts of the house. At 
the bottom of the grand staircase, stood the 
colossal statue of the emperor, by Canova. It 
was of marble, in the antique style, with one arm 
partly extended, holding a figure of victory. Over 
this arm the ladies, in tripping up stairs to the 
ball, had thrown their shawls. It was a singular 
office for the statue of Napoleon to perform in the 
mansion of the Duke of Wellington ! 

'* Imperial Cssar dead, and turned to clay,*' etc., etc. 



AMERICAN 
RESEARCHES IN ITAL Y. 

Life of Tasso : recovery of a lost Portrait 

of Dante. 



To the Editor of the Knickerbocker : 

Sir : Permit me through the pages of your 
magazine to call the attention of the public to the 
learned and elegant researches in Europe of one 
of our countrymen, Mr. R. H. Wilde, of Cieorgia, 
formerly a member of the House of Representa- 
tives. After leaving Congress, Mr. Wilde a few 
years since spent about eighteen months in travel- 
ling through different parts of Europe, until he 
became stationary for a time in Tuscany. Here 
he occupied himself with researches concerning 
the private life of Tasso, whose mysterious and 
romantic love for the Princess Leonora, his mad- 
ness and imprisonment, had recently become the 
theme of a literary controversy, not yet ended ; 
curious in itself, and rendered still more curious 
by some alleged manuscripts of the poet's, brought 
forward by Count Alberti. Mr. Wilde entered 
into the investigation with the enthusiasm of a 
poet, and the patience and accuracy of a case- 
hunter ; and has produced a work now in the 
press, in which the ** vexed questions" concern- 
mg Tasso are most ably discussed, and lights 
thrown upon them by his letters, and by various 
of his sonnets, which last are rendered into Eng- 
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lish with rare felicity. While Mr. Wilde was oc- 
cupied upon this work, he became acquainted 
with Signor Carlo Liverati, an artist of considt-.ra* 
ble merit, and especially well versed in the antiq- 
uities of Florence. This gentleman mentioned 
incidentally one day, in the course of conversa* 
tion, that there once and probably still existed in 
the Bargello, anciently both the prison and the 
palace of the republic, an authentic portrait of 
Dante. It was believed to be in fresco, on a wall 
which afterward, by some strange neglect or in* 
advertency, had been covered with whitewash. 
Signor Liverati mentioned the circumstance 
merely to deplore the loss of so precious a por- 
trait, and to regret the almost utter hopelessness 
of its recovery. 

As Mr. Wilde had not as yet imbibed that en- 
thusiastic admiration for Dante which possesses 
all Italians, by whom the poet is almost worship- 
ped, this conversation made but a slight impres- 
sion on him at the time. Subsequently, however, 
his researches concerning Tasso being ended, he 
began to amuse his leisure hours with attempts 
to translate some specimens of Italian lyric poe- 
try, and to compose very short biographical 
sketches of the authors. In these specimens, 
which as yet exist only in manuscript, he has 
shown the same critical knowledge of the Italian 
language, and admirable command of the Eng- 
lish, that characterize his translations of Tasso. 
He had not advanced far in these exercises, when 
the obscure and contradictory accounts of many 
incidents in the life of Dante caused him much 
embarrassment, and sorely piqued his curiosity. 
About the same time he received, through the 
courtesy of Don Neri dei Principi Corsini, what 
he had long most fervently desired, a permission 
irom the Grand Duke to pursue his investigations 
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in the secret archives of Florence, with power to 
obtain copies therelrom. This was a rich and 
almost unwrought mine of literary research ; for 
to Italians themselves, as well as to foreigners, 
their archives for the most, part have been long 
inaccessible. For two years Mr. Wilde devoted 
himself with indefatigable ardor to explore the 
records of the republic during the time of Dante. 
These being written in barbarous Latin and semi- 
Gothic characters, on parchment more or less 
discolor/ed and mutilated, with ink sometimes 
faded, were rendered still more illegible by the 
arbitrary abrcviations of the notaries. They re- 
quire, in fact, an especial study ; few even of the 
officers employed in the ** Arckivio delle Rifor- 
magione'' can read them currently and correctly. 

Mr. Wilde however persevered in his labor iotis 
task with a patience severely tried, but invincible. 
Being without an index, each file, each book, re- 
quired to be examined page by page, to ascertain 
whether any particular of the immortal poet's 
political life had escaped the untiring industry of 
nis countrymen. This toil was not wholly fruit- 
less, and several interesting facts obscurely 
known, and others utterly unknown by the Ital- 
ians themselves, are drawn forth by Mr. Wilde 
from the oblivion of these archives. 

While thus engaged, the circumstance of the 
lost portrait of Dante was again brought to Mr. 
Wilde's mind, but now excited intense interest, 
s'ln perusing the notes of the late learned Canonico 
Moreri on Filelfo's life of Dante, he found it 
stated that a portrait of the poet by Giotto was 
formerly to be seen in the Bargello. He learned 
also that Signor Scotti, who has charge of the 
original drawings of the old masters in the im- 
perial and royal gallery, had made several years 
previously an ineSectual attempt to set on foot a* 
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project for the recovery of the lost treasure. Here 
was a new vein pi inquiry, which Mr. Wilde fol- 
lowed up with his usual energy and sagacity. He 
soon satisfied himself, by reference to Vasari, and 
to the still more ancient and decisive authority of 
Filippo Villari, who lived shortly after the poet, 
that Giotto, the friend and contemporary ot Dante, 
did undoubtedly paint his likeness in the place in- 
dicated. Giotto died in 1336, but as Dante was 
banished, and was even sentenced to be burned, 
in 1302, it was obvious the work must have been 
executed before that time ; since the portrait of 
one outlawed and capitally convicted as an enemy 
to the commonwealth would never have been or- 
dered or tolerated in the chapel of the royal pal- 
ace. It was clear, then, that the portrait jthusl 
have been painted between 1290 and 1302. 

Mr. Wilde now revolved in his own mind the 
possibility that this precious relic might remain 
undestroyed under its coat ot whitewash, and 
might yet be restored to the world. For a mo- 
ment he felt an impulse to undertake the enter- 
prise ; but feared that, in a foreigner from a new 
world, any part of which is unrepresented at the 
Tuscan court, it might appear like an intrusion. 
He soon however found a zealous coadjutor. This 
was one Giovanni Aubrey Bezzi, a Piedmontese 
exile, who had long been a resident in England, 
and was familiar with its language and literature* 
He was now on a visit to Florence, which liberal 
and hospitable city is always ppen to men of merit 
who for political reasons have been excluded 
from other ])arts of Italy. Signor Bezzi partook 
deeply of the enthusiasm of his countrymen for 
the memory of Dante, and sympathized with Mr. 
Wilde in his eagerness to retrieve if possible the 
lost portrait. They had several consultations as 
to the means to be adopted to effect their pur« 
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pose, without incurring the charge ot undue 
officiousness. To lessen any objections that 
might occur they resolved to ask for nothing but 
permission to search for the fresco painting at 
their own expense ; and should any remains of it 
be found, then to propose to the nobility and gen- 
try of Florence an association for the purpose of 
completing* the undertaking, and effectually re- 
covering the lost portrait. 

For the same reason the formal memorial ad- 
dressed to the Grand Duke was drawn up in the 
name of Florentines ; among whom were the cel- 
ebrated Bartolini, now President of the School of 
Sculpture in the Imperial and Royal Academy Sig- 
nor Paolo Ferroni.of the noble family of that name, 
who has exhibited cbnsiderable talent for painting, 
and Signor Gasparini, also an artist. This petition 
was urged and supported with indefatigable zeal 
by Signor Bezzi ; and being warmly countenanced 
by Count Nerli and other functionaries, met with 
more prompt success than had been anticipated. 
Signot*Marini, a skilful artist, who had succeeded 
in similar operations, was now employed to re- 
move the whitewash by a process or his own, by 
which any fresco painting that might exist beneatn 
would be protected from injury. He set to work 
patiently and cautiously. In a short time he met 
with evidence of the existence of the fresco. From 
under the coat of whitewash the head of an angel 
gradually made its appearance, and was pro- 
nounced to be by the pencil of Giotto. 

The enterprise was now prosecuted with in- 
creased ardor. Several months were expended 
on the task, and three sides of the chapel wall 
were uncovered ; they were all painted in fresco 
by Giotto, with the history of the Magdalen, ex- 
hibiting her conversion, her penance, and her 
beatification. The figures, however, were all 
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those of saints and angels ; no historical portraits 
had yet been discovered, and doubts bcgaji to be 
entertained whether there were any. Still the 
recovery of an indisputable work of Giotto's was 
considered an ample reward for any toil ; and the 
Ministers of the Grand Duke, acting under his di- 
rections, assumed on his behalf the past charges 
and future management of the enterprise. 

At length^r on the uncovering of the fourth walU 
the undertaking was crowned with complete suc- 
cess. A number of historical figures were 
brought to light, and among them the undoubted 
likeness ot Dante. He was represented in full 
length, in the garb of the time, with a book under 
his arm, designed most probably to represent the 
** Vita Nuova," for the '* Comedia" was not yet 
composed, and to all appearance from thirty to 
thirty-five years of age. The face was in profile, 
and in excellent preservation, excepting that at 
some former period a nail had unfortunately been 
driven into the eye. The outline of the eyelid 
was perfect, so that the injury could easily be 
remedied. The countenance was extremely 
handsome, yet bore a strong resemblance to the 
portaitsof the poet taken later in life. 

It is not easy to appreciate the delight of Mr. 
Wilde and his coadjutors at this triumphant result 
of their researches ; nor the sensation produced, 
not merely in Florence but throughout Italy, by 
this discovery of a veritable portrait of Dante, in 
the prime 'of his days. It was some such sensa- 
tion as would be produced in England by the 
sudden discovery of a perfectly well authenticated 
likeness of Shakespeare ; with a difference in in- 
tensity proportioned to the superior sensitiveness 
of the Italians. 

The recovery of this portrait of the ** divine 
poet" has occasioned fresh inquiry into the origin 
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of the masks said to have been made from a cast 
of his face takeif after death. One of these masks, 
in the possession of the Marquess of Torrigiani, 
has been pronounced as certainly the orz^inaL. 
Several artists of high talent have concurred m this 
opinion ; among these may be named Jesi, the 
first engraver in Florence ; Seymour Kirkup, 
Esq., a painter and antiquary ; and our own ; 
countryman Powers, whose genius, by the way, is j 
very highly appreciated by the Italians. 

We may expect from the accomplished pen of 
Carlo Torrigiani, son of the Marquess, and who 
is advantageously known in this country, from 
having travelled here, an account of this curious 
and -valuable relic, which has been upward of a 
century in the possession of his family. 

Should Mr. Wilde finish his biographical work 
concerning Dante, which promises to be a proud 
achievement in American literature, he intends, I 
understand, to apply for permission to have both 
likenesses copied, and should circumstances war- 
rant the expense, to have them engraved by emi- 
nent artists. We shall then have the features of 
Dante while in the prime of life as well as at the 
moment of his death. G C. 



THE TAKING OF THE 



VEIL, 



One of the most remarkable personages in Pa- 
risian society during- the last century was Ren^e 
Charlotte Victoire de Froulay De Tess^, Mar- 
chioness De Cr^qui. She sprang from the highest 
and proudest of the old French nobility, and ever 
maintained the most exalted notions of the purity 
and antiquity of blood, looking upon all fam- 
ilies that could not date back further than three 
or four hundred years as mere upstarts. When a 
beautiful girl, fourteen years of age, she was pre- 
sented to Louis XIV., at Versailles, and the an- 
cient monarch kissed her hand with great gal- 
lantry ; after an interval of about eighty-five 
years, when nearly a hundred years old, the same 
testimonial of respect was paid her at the Tuiler- 
ies by Bonaparte, then First Consul, who prom- 
ised her the restitution of the confiscated forests 
formerly belonging to her familyr She was one 
of the most celebrated women of her time for 
intellectual grace and superiority, and had the 
courage to remain at Paris and brave all the 
horrors of the revolution, which laid waste the 
aristocratical world around hen 
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The memoirs she has left behind abound with 
curious anecdotes and vivid pictures of Parisian 
life during the latter days of Louis XIV., the re- 
gency of the Duke of Orleans, and the residue of 
the last century ; and are highly illustrative of the 
pride, splendor, and licentiousness of the French 
nobility on the very eve of their tremendous 
downfall. 

I shall draw forth ^ few scenes from her mem- 
oirs, taken almost at random, and which, though 
given as actual and well-known circumstances, 
have quite the air of romance. 



All the great world of Paris were invited to be 
present at a grand ceremonial, to take place in 
the church of the Abbey Royal of Panthemont. 
Henrietta de Lenoncour, a young girl, of a noble 
family, of great beauty, and heiress to immense 
estates, was to take the black veil. Invitations 
had been issued in grand form, by her aunt and 
guardian, the Countess Brigitte de Rupelmonde, 
canoness of Mauberge. The circumstance caused 
great talk and wonder in the fashionable circles 
of Paris ; everybody was at a loss to imagine why 
a young girl, beautiful and rich, in the very 
springtime of her charms, should renounce a. 
world which she was so eminently qualified to 
embellish and enjoy. 

A lady of high rank, who visited the beautiful 
novice at the grate of her convent-parlor, got a 
clue to the mystery. She found her in great agi- 
tation ; for a time she evidently repressed her 
feelings, but they at length broke forth in pas- 
sionate exclamations. *' Heaven grant me grace," 
said she, " some day or other to pardon my cousin 
Gondrecourt the sorrows he has caused me !" 

** What do you mean ? — what sorrows, my 
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child?" inquired her nsitor. *' What has youf 
cousin done to affect you ?" . ' 

"He is married !" cried she in accents of xle- 
§pair, but endeavoring to repress her sobs. 

" Married ! I have heard nothing of the kind, 
my dear. Are you perfectly sure ot it ?'* 

*' Alas ! nothing is more certain ; my aunt de 
Rupelmonde informed me of it." 

The lady retired, full ol surprise and commiser- 
ation. She related the scene in a circle oi the 
highest nobility, in the saloon of the Marshal 
trince ot Beauvau, where the unaccountable self- 
sacrifice of the beautiful novice was under discus- 
sion. 

•* Alas V* said she, " the poor girl is crossed in 
love ; she is about to renounce the world in de- 
spair, at the marriage of her cousin De Gondre-^ 
court.* 

*' What !" cried a gentleman present, ** the 
Viscount de Gondrecourt married ! Never was 
there a greater falsehood. And * her aunt told 
her so !* Oh ! I understand the plot. The coun- 
tess is passionately fond of Gondrecourt, and 
jealous of her beautiful niece ; but her schemes 
are vain ; the Viscount holds her in perfect de- 
testation." 

There was a mingled expression of ridicule, 

disgust, and indignation at the thought of such a 

rivalry. The Countess Rupelmonde was old 

enough to be the grandmother of the Viscount. 

jShe was a woman ot violent passions, and im» 

f serious temper ; robust in person, with a mascu- 
ine voice, a dusky complexion, green eyes, and 
powerful eyebrows, 

" It is impossible," cried one of the company, 
•* that a woman of the countess' age and appear- 
ance can be guilty of such folly. No, no ; you 
mistake the aim of this detestable woman. She is 
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managing to get possession of the estate of her 
lovely niece." 

. This, was admitted to be the .most probable ; 
and all concurred in believing the countess to bfe 
at the bottom of the intended sacrifice ; for al- 
though a canoness, a dignitary of a religious 
order, she was pronounced little better than a 
devil incarnate. 

The Princess de Beauvau, a woman of gen- 
erous spirit and intrepid zeal, suddenly rose from 
the chair in which she had been reclining, *' My 
prince," said she, addressing her husband, *' if 
you approve of it, I will go immediately and have 
a conversation on this subject with the arch- 
bishop,. There is not a moment to spare. It is 
now past midnight ; the ceremony is to take place 
in the morning. A few hours and the irrevocable 
vows will be pronounced,** 

The prince inclined his head in respectful as- 
sent. The princess set about her generous enter- 
prise with a woman's promptness. Within a 
short time her carriage was at the iron gate of 
the archiepiscopal palace, and her servants rang 
for admission. TwoSwitzers, who had charge of 
the gate, were fast asleep in the porter's lodge, 
for it was half-past two in the morning.. It wag 
some time before they could be awakened, and 
longer before they could be made to come forth, 

** The Princess de Beauvau is at the gate !" 

Such a personage was not to be received in 
deshabille. Her dignity and the dignity of the 
archbishop demanded that the gate should be 
served in full costume, For half an hour, there-. 
fore, had the princess to wait, in feverish impa- 
tience, until the two dignitaries of the porter's 
lodge arrayed themselves ; and three o'clock 
sounded from the tower of Notre Dame before 
they came forth. They were in grand livery, of 
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a buff color, with amaranth galloons, plaited with 
silver, and fringed sword-belts reaching to their 
knees, in which were suspended long rapiers.. 
They had small three-cornered hats, surmounted, 
with plumes ; and each bore in his hand a hal- 
bert. Thus equipped at all points, they planted 
themselves beiore the door ot the carriage ; 
struck the ends of their halberts on the ground 
with emphasis ; and stood waiting with official 
importance, but profound respect, to know the 
pleasure of the princess. 

She demanded to speak with the archbishop. 
A most reverential bow and shrug accompanied 
the reply, that '* His Grandeur was not at home.** 

Not at home ! Where was he to be found ?, 
Another bow and shrug : ** His Grandeur either 
was, or ought to be, in retirement in the semi- 
nary of St. Magloire ; unless he had gone to pass 
the F^te of St. Bruno with the reverend Carthusian 
Fathers of the Rue d'Enler ; or perhaps he might 
have gone to repose himself in his castle of Con- 
fians-sur-Seine. Though, on further thought, it 
was not unlikely he might have gone to sleep at 
St. Cyr, where the Bishop of Chartres never failed 
to invite him for the anniversary soiree of Ma-: 
dame de Maintenon," 

The princess was in despair at this multiplicity 
of cross-roads pointed out for the chase ; the brief 
interval of time was rapidly elapsing ; day already 
began to dawn ; she saw there was no hope of 
finding the archbishop before the moment of his 
entrance into the church for the morning's cere- 
mony ; so she returned home quite distressed. 

At seven o'clock in the morning the princess 
was in the parlor of the monastery of De Panthe^ 
mont, and sent in an urgent request for a mo- 
ment's conversation with the Lady Abbess. The 
reply brought was^ that the Abbess could not 
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come to the parlor, being obliged to attend in the 
choir, at the canonical hours. The princess en- 
treated permission to enter the convent, to reveal 
to the Lady Abbess in two words something of 
the greatest importance. The Abbess sent word 
in reply, that tne thing was impossible, until she 
had obtained permission from the Archbishop of 
Paris^ The princess retired once more to her car- 
riage, and now, as a forlorn hope, took her sta- 
tion at the door of the church, to watch for the 
arrival of the prelate. 

After a while the splendid company invited to 
this great ceremony began to arrive. The beauty, 
rank, and wealth of the novice had excited great 
attention ; and, as everyboay was expected to be 
present on the occasion, everybody pressed to se- 
cure a place. The street reverberated with the 
continual roll of gilded carriages and chariots j 
coaches of princes and dukes, designated by im- 
perials of crimson velvet, and magnificent equi- 
pages of six horses, decked out with nodding 
plumes and sumptuous harnessing. At length 
the equipages ceased to arrive ; empty vehicles 
filled the street ; and, with a noisy and parti-col- 
ored crowd of lacqueys in rich liveries, obstructed 
all the entrances to De Panthemont. 

Eleven o'clock had struck ; the last auditor had 
entered the church ; the deep tones of the organ 
began to swell through the sacred pile, yet still 
the archbishop came not ! The heart of the prin- 
cess beat quicker and quicker with vague appre- 
hension ; when a valet, dressed in cloth of silver, 
trimmed with crimson velvet, approached her car- 
riage precipitately. '* Madame," said he, ** the 
archbishop is in the church ; he entered by the 
portal of the cloister ; he is already in the sanc- 
tuary ; the ceremony is about to commence !" 

What was to be done ? To speak with the 
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archbishop was now impossible, and yet on the 
revelation she was to make to him depended th^ 
fate of the lovely novice. The process drew forth 
her tablets of enamelled gold^ wrote a few lines 
therein with a pencil, and ordered her lacquey to 
make way tor her throug^h the crowd, and con- 
duct her with all speed to the sacristy. 

The description g^iven of the church and the as- 
semblage on this occasion presents an idea of the 
aristocratical state of the times, and of the high in- 
terest awakened by the affecting" sacrifice about 
to take place. The church was hung with superb 
tapestry, above which extended a band of white 
damask, fringed with gold, and covered with 
armorial escutcheons. A large pennon, em- 
blazoned with the arms and alliances of the high- 
born damsel, was suspended, according to cus- 
tom, in place of the lamp of the sanctuary. The 
lustres, girandoles, and candelabras of the king 
had been furnished ia profusion, to decordte the 
sacred edifice, and tne pavements were all cov- 
ered with rich carpets. 

The sanctuary presented a reverend and au- 
gust assemblage of bishops, canons, and monks 
of various orders, Benedictines, Bernardines, 
Raccollets, Capuchins, and others, all in their ap- 
propriate robes and dresses. In the midst pre- 
sided the Archbishop of Paris, Christopher de 
Beaumont ; surrounded by his four arch priests 
and his vicars-general. He was seated with his 
back against the altar, When his eyes were cast 
down, his countenance, pale and severe, is repre- 
sented as having been somewhat sepulchral and 
death-like ; but the moment he raised his large, 
dark, sparkling eyes, the whole became ani- 
mated ; beaming with ardor, and expressive of 
energy, penetration, and*firmness. 
, The audience that crowded the church was no 
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less illustrious. Excepting the royal family, all 
:tbat was elevated in rank and title was there ; 
never had a ceremonial of the kind attracted an 
equal concourse of the high aristocracy of 
Paris. 

At length the grated gates of the choir creaked 
on their hinges, and Madame de Richelieu, the 
high and noble Abbess of De Panthemont, ad- 
vanced to resign the novice into the hands of her 
aunt, the Countess Canoness De Rupelmonde. 
Every eye was turned with intense curiosity to 
gain a sight of the beautiful victim. She was 
sumptuously dressed, but her paleness and lan- 
guor accorded but little with her brilliant attire. 
The Canoness De Rupelmonde conducted her 
niece to her praying-desk, where, as soon as the 
poor girl knelt clown, she sank as if exhausted. 
Just then -a sort of murmur was heard at the 
lower end of the church, where the servants in 
livery were gathered. A young man was borne 
forth, struggling in convulsions. He was in the 
uniform of an officer of the guards of King Stan- 
islaus, Duke of Lorraine. A whisper circulated 
that it was the young Viscount de Gondrecourt, 
and that he was a lover of the novice. Almost all 
the young nobles present hurried forth to proffer 
him sympathy and assistance. 

The Archbishop of Paris remained all this time 
seated before the altar ; his eyes cast down, his 
pallid countenance giving no signs of interest or 
participation in the scene around him. It was 
noticed that in one of his hands, which was cov- 
ered with a violet glove, he grasped firmly a pair 
oi tablets, of enamelled gold. 

The Canoness De Rupelmonde conducted her 
niece to the prelate, to make her profession of self- 
devotion, and to utter 4he irrevocable vow. As 
the lovely novice knelt at his feet, the archbishop 
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fixed on her his dark, beaming eyes, with a kind 
but earnest expression. ** Sister!" sakl he, in 
the softest and most benevolent tone of yaice," 
•* What is your age ?'* *^ 

*• Nineteen years, Monsigneur," eagerly inter- 
posed tlie Countess de Rupelmonde. 

** Yoti will reply to me by and bye, Madame," 
said the archbishop, dryly. He then repeated 
his question to the novice, who replied in a tal- 
tering voice, ** Seventeen years." 

*' In what diocese did you take the white veil ?" 
} •* In the diocese of Toul." 

•• How !" exclaimed the archbishop, vehement- 
ly. ** In the diocese of Toul ? The chair of Toui 
is vacant ! The Bishop of Toul died *> fifteen 
months since ; and those who officiate in the 
chapter are not authorized to receive novices. 
Your noviciate, Mademoiselle, is null and void, 
and we cannot receive your profession." 

The archbishop rose from his chaiT, resumed 
his mitre, and took the crozier from the hands of 
an attendant. 

** My dear brethren," said he, addressing the 
assembly, '* there is no necessity lor our examin- 
ing and interrogating Mademoiselle de Lenon- 
cour on the sincerity of her religious vocation. 
There is a canonical impediment to her profess- 
ing for the present ; and, as to the future, we re- 
serve to ourselves the consideration of the mat7" 
ter ; interdicting to all other ecclesiastical persons 
the power of accepting her vows, under penalty 
of interdiction, of suspension, and of nullifica- 
tion ; all which is in virtue of our metropolitan 
rights, contained in the terms of the bull aun 
prQxhnis :'* ** Adjutorium nostrum in nomine 
Domini r' pursued he, chanting in a grave and 
solemn voice, and turning- toward the altar to give 
the benediction of the hoTy sacrament. 
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The noble auditory had that habitude ot re- 
serve, that empire, or rather tyranny, over all out- 
ward manifestations of internal emotions, which 
belongs to high aristocratical breeding. The dec- 
laration of the archbishop, therefore, was received 
as one of the most natural and ordinary things 
in the world, and all knelt down and received the 
pontifical benediction with perfect decorum. As 
soon, however, as they were released from the 
self-restraint imposed by etiquette, they amply in- 
demnified themselves ; and nothing was talked of 
for a month, in the fashionable saloons of Paris, 
but the loves of the handsome Viscount and the 
charming Henrietta ; the wickedness of the can- 
oness ; the active benevolence and admirable 
address of the Princess de Beauvau ; and the 
great wisdom of the archbishop, who was partic- 
ularly extolled for his delicacy in defeating this 
manoeuvre without any scandal to the aristoc- 
racy, or public stigma on the name of De Rupel- 
monde, and without any departure from pastoral 
gentleness, by adroitly seizing upon an informal- 
ity', and turning it to beneficial account, with 
as much authority as charitable circumspec- 
tion« 

As to the Canoness de Rupelmonde, she was 
defeated at all points in her wicked plans against 
her beautiful niece. In consequence of the caveat 
of the archbishop, her superior ecclesiastic, the 
Abbess de Pantnemont, formally forbade Ma- 
demoiselle de Lenoncour to resume the white veil 
and the dress of a noviciate, and instead of a nov- 
ice's cell, established her in a beautiful apartment 
as a boarder. The next morning the Canoness 
de Rupelmonde called at the convent to take 
away her niece ; but, to her confusion, the ab- 
bess produced a lettre-de-cachet. which she had 
just received, and which forbade Mademoiselle to 
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leave the convent with any other person save the 
Prince de Beauvau. 

Under the auspices and the vigilant attention of 
the prince, the whole affair was wound up^in the 
n^ost technical and circumstantial manner. TBe 
Countess de Rupelmonde, by a decree of the 
Grand Council, was divested of the giiardianshfp 
of her niece. All the arrears of revenues accumu- 
lated during Mademoiselle de Lenoncour's mi- 
nority were rigorously collected, the accounts 
scrutinized and adjusted, and her noble fortune 
placed safely and entirely in her hands. 

In a little while the noMe personages who had 
been invited to the ceremony of taking* the veil 
received another invitation,, on the part of the 
Countess dowager de Gondrecourt, and the Mar- 
shal Prince de Beauvau, to attend the marriagfe 
of Adrien de Gondrecourt, Viscount of Je^n-sur- 
Moselle, and Henrietta de Lenoncour, Countess 
de Hevouwal, etc., which duly took place in the 
chapel of the archiepiscopal palace at Paris. 



So much for the beautiful Henrietta de Lenon- 
cour. We will now draw forth a companion pic- 
ture of a handsome young cavalier, who figured in 
the gay world of Paris about the same time, and 
concerning whom the ancient Marchioness writes 
with the lingering feeling of youthful romance. 



1 



THE CHARMING LETORlfeRES, 

•* A GOOD face is a letter of Recommendation," 
says an old proverb ; and it was never more veri- 
fied than in the case ot the. Chevalier Letori^resr 
He was a young gentleman of good lamily, but 
who, according to the Spanish phrase, had nothing 
but his cloak and sword (capa y espada), that is 
to say, his gentle blood and gallant bearing, to help 
him forward in the world. TIjrough the interest 
of an uncle, who was an abb^, ne received a 
gratuitous education at a fashionable college, but 
finding the terms of study too long, and the vaca- 
tions too short, lor his gay and indolent temper, 
he left college without saying a word, and 
launched himself upon Paris, with a light heart 
aind stili lighter pocket. Here he led a life to his 
hiimor. It is true he had to make scanty meals, 
and to lodge in a garret ; but what of that ? He 
was his own master ; free from all task or re- 
straint. .When cold or hungry, he sallied forth, 
like others of the chameleon order, and banqueted 
on pure air and warm sunshine in the public 
walks and gardens ; drove off the thoughts of a 
dinner by amusing himself with the gay and 
grotesque throngs of the metropolis ; and if one 
of the poorest, was one of the merriest gentlemen 
upon town. Wherever he went his good looks 
and frank, graceful demeanor, had an mstant and 
magical effect in securing favor. There was but 
one word to express his fascinating powers — he 
was '* charming." 

Instances are given of the effect of his winning 
qualities upon minds of coarse, ordinary mould. 
He had once taken shelter from a heavy shower 
under a gateway. A hackney coachman, who 
was passing by, pulled up, and asked him if 
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he wished a cast in his carriage. Letori^res de* 
cliiied, with a melancholy ana dubioiw shake of 
the head. The coachman regarded him wistfully, 
repeated his solicitations, and wished to know 
what, place he was going to. To the Palace of 
Justice, to walk in the galleries ; but 1 will wait 
here until the niin is over." 

** And why so ?" inquired the co^hman, per- 
tinaciously, 

** Because I've no money ; do let roe be quiet.** 

The coachman jumped down, and opening th^ 
door of his carriage, "It shall never be said,** 
cried he, *' that I left so charming a young, gentle* 
man to weary himself, and catch cold, merely for 
the sake of twenty-four sous." 

Arrived at the Palace of Justice, he stopped be- 
fore the saloon of a famous restaurateur, opened 
the door of the carriage, and taking off his hat 
very respectfully, begged the youth to accept of a 
Louis-d'or. ** You will meet with some young 
gentlemen within," said he, ** with whom you 
may wish to take a hand at cards. Tlfe number 
of my coach is 144. You can find me out, and re- 
pay me whenever you please.'* 

The worthy Jenu was some years afterward 
made coachman to the Princess Sophia, of France, 
through the recommend atf on of the handsome 
youth he had so generously obliged. 

Another instance in point is given with respect 
to his tailor, to whom he owed four hundred 
livres. The tailor had repeatedly dunned him, but 
was always put off with the best grace in the 
world. The wife of the tailor urged her husband 
to assume a harsher tone. He replied that he 
could not find it in his heart to speak roughly to 
so charming a young gentleman. 

"I've no patience with such want of spirit t" 
cried the wife; "you have not the courage to 



show your teeth : but I'm gotng out to get change 
lor this note of a hundred crowns ; before I come 
h{)ine, Til seek this * charming ' youth myself, and 
see whether he has the power to charm me. I'll 
warrant he won't be able to put me off with fine 
looks and fine speeches." 

With these and many more vaunts, the good 
d^me sallied forth. When she returned home, 
however, she wore quite a different aspect 

*• Well," said her husband, ** how much have 
you received from the * charming ' young man ?" 

** Let me alone, ** replied the wife ; ** I found 
him playing on the guitar, and he looked so hand- 
£ome, and was so amiable and genteel, that I had 
not the heart to trouble him." 

"And the change for the hundred -crown 
ttote ?" said the tailor. 

The wife hesitated a moment : ** Faith," cried 
she, " you'll have to add the amount to your next 
ImH against him. The poor young gentleman had 
such a melancholy air, that — I know not how it 
was, but — I left the hundred crowns on his 
mantelpiece in spite of him !" 

The captivating looks and manners of Leto- 
ri^res made his way with equal facilitv in the 
great world. His high connections entitled him 
to presentation at court, but some questions arose 
about the sufficiency of his proofs of nobility ; 
whereupon the king, who had seen him walking 
in the gardens of Versailles, and had been 
charmed with his appearance, put an end to all 
demurs of etiquette by making him a viscount. 

The same kind of fascination is said to have at- 
tended him throughout his career. He succeeded 
in various difficult family suits on questions of 
honors and privileges ; he had merely to appear 
in court to dispose the judges in his favor. He 
at length became so popular, that on one occa- 
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sioii, when he appeared at the theatre, on recover- 
ing from a wouna received in a duel, the audience 
applauded him on his entrance. Nothing, it is said, 
could have been in more perfect g^ood taste and 
high breeding than his conduct on this occasion. 
Wnen he heard the applause, he rose in his box, 
stepped forward, ana surveyed both sides of the 
house, as if he could not believe that it was hifn- 
selt they were treating like a favorite actor, or a 
prince of the blood, 

His success with the fair sex may easily be pre- 
sumed ; but he had too much honor and sensi- 
bility to render his intercourse with them a series 
of cold gallantries and heartless triumphs. In 
the course of his attendance upon court, where he 
held a post of honor about the king, he fell deeply 
in love with the beautiful Princess Julia, of Savoy 
Carignan. She was young, tender, and simple- 
hearted, and returned his love with equal fervor. 
Her family took the alarm at this attachment, and 
procured an order that she should inhabit the 
Abbey of Montmartre, where she was treated with 
all befitting delicacy and distinction, but not per- 
mitted to go beyond the convent walls. The 
lovers found means to correspond. One of their 
letters was intercepted, and it is even hinted that 
a plan of elopement was discovered. A duel was 
the consequence, with one of the fiery relations of 
the princess. Letori^res received two sword- 
thrusts in his right side. His wounds were seri- 
ous, yet after two or three days* confinement he 
could not resist his impatience to see the princess. 
He succeeded in scaling the walls of the abbey, 
and obtaining an interview in an arcade leading 
to the cloister of the cemetery. The interview of 
the lovers was lone and tender. They exchanged 
vows of eternal fidelity, and flattered themselves 
with hopes of future happiness, which they were 
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in^yer to realize. After repeated farewells, the 

Erihcess re-entered the convent, never again to 
ehold the charming Letori^res. On the foUbw- 
injg; morning his corps? was found stiff and cold 
on the pavement of the cloister I 

It would seem that the wounds of the unfortu- 
nate youth had been reopened by his efforts to 
get over the wall ; that he had reframed from 
calling assistance, lest he should expose the prin* 
cess, and that he had bled to death, without any 
one to aid him, or to close his dying eyes. 
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THE EARLY - . 
EXPERIENCES of R'AL-PE. 

■ RING WO on* ' 

Mated dowa from His Conversations. 



** I AM a Kentuckian by residence and choice, 
but a Virginian by birth. The cause of my first 
leaving the * Ancient Dominion,' and emigrating 
to Kentucky was a jackass ! You stare, but have 
a little patience, and I'll soon show you how it 
came to pass. My father, who was of one of the 
old Virgmian families, resided in Richmond. He 
was a widower, and his domestic affairs were 
managed by a housekeeper of the old school, 
such as used to administer the concerns of 
opulent Virginian households. She was a digni- 
tary that almost rivalled my father in importance, 
and seemed to think everything belonged to her ; 
in fact, she was so considerate in her economy, 

* Ralph Ringwood, though a fictitious name* i$ a 
real personage : the worthy original is now living 
and flourishing in honorable station. I have given 
some anecdotesof his early and eccentric career in, as 
nearly as I can recollect, the very words in which he 
related them. They certainly afforded strong tempta- 
tions to the embellishments of fiction; but I thought 
them so strikingly characteristic of the individual, 
and of the scenes and society into which his peculiar 
humors carried him, that I preferred giving them in 
their original simplicity. — G. C. 
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and so careful of expense, i^ sojaetimes to vex my 
father, who would swear she was disgracing him 
by her meanness. She always appealed with, that 
anci&nt insignia of housekeeping trust aad dU* 
thority, a great bunch of keys jingling at her gir- 
dle. She superintended tfhe arrangement of the 
table at every meal, arfd saw that the dishes were 
all placed according to her primitive notions of 
symmetry. In the evening she took her stand and 
served out tea with a mingled respectfulness and 

Eride of station, truly exemplary. Her great am- 
ition was to have everything in order, and that 
the establishment under her sway should be cited 
as a model of good housekeeping. If anything 
went wrong, poor old Barbara would take it to 
beart, and sit in her room and cry ; until a few 
chapters in the Bible would quiet her spirits, and 
make all calm again. The Bible, in fact^ was 
her constant resort in time ol trouble. She opened 
it indiscriminately, and whether she chanced 
among the Lamentations of Jeremiah, the Canti- 
cles ot Solomon, or the rough enumeration of the 
tribes in Deuteronomy, a chapter was a chapter, 
and operated like balm to her soul. Such was 
our good old housekeeper Barbara, who was 
destined, unwittingly, to have a most important 
effect upon my destiny. 

^ ** It came to pass, during the days of my juve- 
nility, while I was yet what is termed * an unlucky 
boy, that a gentleman ot our neighborhood, a 
great advocate lor experiments and improvements 
joi all kinds, took it into his head that it would be 
an immense public advantage to introduce a 
breed ot mules, aad accordingly imported three 
jacks to stock the neighborhood. This in a part 
of the ^country where the people cared for nothing 
but blood horses ! Why, sir ! they would have con- 
sidered their mares disgraced and their whale stud 
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dishonored by such a misalliance. The whole mat- 
ter was a town talk and a town scandal. The wbr- ^ 
thy amalgamator ot quadrupeds.lound himself ma- 
dismal scrape ; so he backed out in time, abjtired 
the whole doctrine of amalgamation, and turned 
his jacks loose to shift for themselves upon the . 
town common. There they used to run about 
and lead an idle, good-for-nothing, holiday life, 
the happiest animals in the country. . 

** It so happened that mjr way to school lay 
across this common. The first time that I saw 
one of these animals it set up a braying and 
frightened me confoundedly, ffoweyer, f soon 
got over my fright, and seeing that it had some-; 
thing of a horse look, my Virginian love for any;-^ 
thing of the equestrian species predominiated, and 
I determined to back it. I accordingly applied at 
a grocer's shop, procured a cord that had been 
found a loaf of sugar, and made a kind of halter ; 
then summoning some of my school-fellows, we 
drove master Jack about the common until we 
hemmed him in an angle of a * worm fence.* 
Alter some difficulty, we fixed the halter round 
his muzzle, and I mounted. Up flew his heels, 
away I went over his head, and off he scampered. 
However, I was on ray legs in a twinkling, gave 
chase, caught him and remounted. By. dint o! 
repeated tumbles I soon, learned to stick to his 
back, so that he could no more cast me than he 
could his own skin. From that time, master Jack 
and his companions had a scampering life of it, 
for we all rode them between school hours, and 
on holiday afternoons ; and you may be sure 
school-boys' nags are never permitted to suffer 
the grass to grow under their feet. They soon 
became so knowing that they took to their heels 
at the very sig^ht of a school-boy ; and we were 
generally much longer in chasing than we were 
m riding them. 
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'• Sunda,y approached, on which I projected an 
equestrian excursion on one of these long-eared - 
steeds. As I knew the jacks would be in great 
demand on Sunday morning, I secured one over ^ 
night, and conducted him home, to be ready for' 
an early outset. But where was I to quarter him 
lor the night ? I could not put him in the stable ; • 
our old black groom George was as absolute m that 
domain as Barbara was within doors, and would 
have thought his stable, his horses, and himself^ 
disgraced, by the introduction of a jackass. I 
recollected the smoke-house ; an otrt-building ap-" 
pended to" all Vijrginian establishments for the 
smoking of hams, and othei" kinds of hieat. So T 
got the key, put master Jack in, locked the door, 
returned the key to its place, and weftt to bed, in*- 
tending to release my prisoner at an early hour, 
before any of the family were awake. I was so 
tired, however, by the exertions I had made in 
catching the donkey, that I fell into a sound 
sleep, and the morning broke without my awak- 
ing. 

** Not so with dame Barbara, the housekeeper. 
As usual, to use her own phrase, * she was up be- 
fore the crow put his shoes on,' and bustled about 
to get things in order for breakfast. Her first re- 
sort Was to the smoke-house. Scarce had she 
opened the door, when master Jack, tired of his 
confinement, and glad to be released from dark- 
ness, gave a loud bray, and rushed forth. Down 
dropped old Barbara ; the animal trampled over 
her, and made off for the common. Poor Bar- 
bara ! She had never before seen a donkey, and 
having read in the Bible that the devil went about 
like a roaring lion, seeking whom he might de- 
vour, she took it for granted that this was Beelze- 
bub himself. The kitchen was soon in a habbub^>, 
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the servants hurried to the spot. There tay old 
Barbara in fits ; as iast as she got out of pfce, the 
thoughts of the devil came over her, and she fell 
into another, for the good soul wtts devoutly 
superstitious. 

** As ill luck would have it, among those at- 
tracted by the noise was a little, cursed, fidgety, 
crabbed uncle of mine ; one of those uneasy 
spirits that cannot rest quietly in- their beds in 
the morning, but must be up early, to bother the 
household. He was only a kind of half^uncle* 
after all, for he had married my father's sister ; 
yet he assumed great authority ori the strength of 
this left-handed relationship, and was a universal 
intermeddler and family pest. This prying Mle 
busybody soon ferreted out the truth of the story, 
and discovered, bv hook aiid by cro^k, that I was 
at the bottom of tne affair, and had locked up-the 
donkey in the smoke-house. He stopped to in- 
quire no farther, for he was one of those testy 
curmudgeons with whom unlucky boys arc 
always in the wrong. Leaving old Barbara t6 
wrestle in imagination with the devil, he made for 
my bed-chamber, where I still lay wrapped ia 
rosy slumbers, little dreaming of the mischief I 
had done, and the storm about to break over me. 

** In an instan^t I was awakened "by a shower of 
thwacks, and started up in wild amazement. I 
demanded the meaning of this attack, but rc^ 
ceived no other reply than that I had murdered 
the housekeeper ; while my uncle continued 
whacking away during my confusion. I seized a 
poker, and put myself on the defensive. I was a 
stout boy for my years, while my uncle was a lit- 
tle wiffet of a man ; one that in Kentucky we 
would not call even an * individual ; ' nothing 
more than a * remote circumstance.* I soon, 
therefore, brought him to a parley, and learned 
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Ihe whole, extent of the charge brought against. 
me. I ooniesst(l to the donkey and the smoke- 
house, tjut -pleaded not guilty of the murder of the 
housekeeper. I soon found out that old Barbara 
was still alive. She continued under the doctor's 
hands, however, for several days ; and whenever 
she had an ill turn my uncle would seek to give 
me another flogging. I appealed to my father, 
but got no redress. I was considered an * un- 
lucky boy,' prone to all kinds of mischief ;. so that 
prepossessions were against me in all cases of ap* 
pci^L 

** I felt stung to the soul at all this. I had 
been beaten, degraded, and treated with slighting 
when I complained. I lost my usual good spirits 
and good humor ; and, being out of temper with 
^vcirybody, fancied everybody out of temper with 
me. A certain wild, roving spirit of freedoni, 
which I believe is as inherent in me as it is in the 
|>artridge, was brought into sudden activity by 
the checks and restraint^ I suffered. * 1*11 go 
from home,* thought I, * and shift for myself.* 
Perhaps this notion was quickened by the rage for 
emigrating to Kentucky, which was at that time 
prevalent in Virginia. I had heard such stories 
of the roniantic beauties of the country ; of the 
abundaoce of game of all kinds, and of the glori- 
ous independent life of the hunters who ranged its 
noble forests, and lived by the rifle ; that I was 
as much agog to get there as boys who live in sea- 
ports are to launch themselves among the won- 
ders and adventures of the ocean. 

** After a time old Barbara got better in mind 
and body, and matters were explained to her ; 
and she became gradually convinced that it was 
not the devil she had encountered. When she 
heard how harshly I had been treated on her ac- 
cQunti the good old soul was extremely grieved. 
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and spoke warmly to my (ather in my behalfc 
He had himself remarked the change in my bfe-* 
havior, and thought punishment fniffht ftaVe beetv 
carried too far. He sought^ therefore, to have 
some conversation with me, and to soothe my 
feelings ; but it w^as too late. I frankly told him 
the course of mortification that I had experienced,^ 
and the fixed determination I had made to, go 
from home. 

'* * And where do you mean to go ? * 

•• * To Kentuckv.' ■ , 

** * To Kentucky ! Why, you know nobody 

there.' ^ ., • 

** * No matter ; I can soon make acquaintances/ 
** * And what will you do when you get there ? * 
"•Hunt!* . . . :/ ' 

'*My father gave a long, low whistle, and 
looked in my face with a serio-comic expression. 
I was not far in my teens, and to talk of setting 
off alone for Kentucky, to turn hunter, seemed 
doubtless the idle prattle of a boy. He was little; 
aware of the dogged resolution of my character: ; 
and his smile of incredulity but fixed , me mores 
obstinately in my purpose. I assured him I was 
serious in what I said, and would certainly set off 
for Kentucky in the spring. 

•* Month after month passed away. My father 
now and then adverted slightly to what , had 
passed between us ; doubtless for the purpose of 
sounding me. I always expressed the same grave 
and fixed determination. By degrees he spoke to 
me more directly on the subject, endeavoring 
earnestly but kindly to dissuade me. My only 
reply was, * I had made up my mind/ 

** Accordingly; as soon as the spring had fairly 
opened, I sought him one day in his study, and 
informed him I was about to set out for Kentucky, 
and had come to take my leave. He made no ob- 
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je^tiori* for he had , exhausted persuasion and 
re:mon§trance, and doubtless thought it best to' 
give way to my humor, trusting that a little rough 
cixperience would soon bring m6 home a^ain. I 
asked money for my journey. He went to a 
chest» took out a long green silk purse, well filled, 
and laid it on the table. I now asked for a horse 
and servant^ 

** * A horse!* said my father, sneeringly : 
* why, you would not go a mile without racing 
him, and breaking your neck; and, as to a ser- 
vant, you cannot take care of yourself, much less 
of him.' ' ' . 

" * How.am I ta travel, then ? ' .^ 

•**\Vhyi 1 suppose you are man enough to 
travel on foot.* 

,** He. spoke jestingly, little thinking I- >yould 
take, him at his wora ; but I was thoroughly 
piqued in respect to my enterprise ; so I pocketed 
the purse, went to my room, tied up three or four 
shirts in a pocket-handkerchief, put a dirk in my 
bosom, girt a couple of pistols round my waist, 
and felt like a knight errant armed cap-2i-pie, and 
ready to rove the world in quest of adventures. 
- " My sister (I had but one) hung round me and 
wept, and entreated me to stay. I felt mv heart 
swell in my throat ; but I gulped it back to its 
place, and straightened myself up: I would not 
5iUffer myself to cry. I at length disengaged my- 
sielf from her, and got to the door. 

** * When will you come back ? ' cried she, 

** * Never, by heavens ! ' cried I, * until I come 
back a member of Congress from Kentucky. I 
am determined to show that 1 am not the tail-end 
of the family.* 

** Such was my first outset from home. You 
may suppose what a greenhorn I was, and how 
little I knew of the world I was launching into. 
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" I do not recollect any incident ol importance| 
until I reached the borders of Pennsylvania* I 
had stopped at an inn to get some reireshm^nti 
and as J was eating in the back room, I overheard 
two men in the bar-room conjecture who and 
what I could be. One determined, at length, 
that I was a run-away apprentice, and ought to 
be stopped, to which the other assented. When 
I had finished my meal, and paid for it, I went 
out at the back door, lest I should be stopped hj 
my supervisors. Scorning, however, to steal oft 
like a culprit, I walked round to the front of the 
house. One of the men advanced to the front 
door. He wore his hat on one side, and had a 
consequential air that nettled me. 

*** Where are you going, youngster?.* de- 
manded he. 

** * That's none of your business 1 * replied I, 
rather pertly. 

** * Yes, but it is, though ! You have run away 
from home, and must give an account of yourself.' 

** He advanced to seize me, when I drew- forth 
a pistol, * If you advance another step, I'll shoot 
you ! ' 

** He sprang back as if he had trodden upon a 
rattlesnake, and his hat fell off in the movement 

** * Let him alone I * cried his companion ; 
* he's a foolish, mad-headed boy, and don't know 
what he's about. He'll shoot you, you may rely 
on it.' 

** He did not need any caution in the matter ; 
he was afraid even to pick up his hat : so I. 
pushed forward on my way, without molestation,. 
This incident, however, had its effect upon me. I 
became fearful of sleeping in any house at night, 
lest I should be stopped. I took my meals in the 
houses, in the course of the day, but would tura 
aside at night into some wood or ravine, n>ake a 



RALPff miro woon. 243 

tire, and sleep before it. This I considered was 
true hunter's style, and I wished to inure myself 
to it. 

*• At length I arrived at Brownsville, leg- weary 
and way-worn, and in a shabby plight, as you 
may suppose, having been * camping out ' for 
some nights past. I applied at some of the inferior 
inns, but could gain no admission. I was regarded 
for a moment with a dubious eye, and then in- 
formed they did not receive foot-passengers. At 
last I went boldly to the principal inn. The land- 
lord appeared as unwilling as the rest to receive a 
vagrant boy beneath his roof ; but his wife inter- 
fered in the midst of his excuses, and half elbow- 
ine him aside : 

• Where are you going, my lad ? * said she. 

•••To Kentucky.' 

•* • What are you going there for ? * 

•••To hunt.' 

•• She looked earnestly at me for a moment or 
two. • Have you a mother living ? * said she at 
length. 

•• * No, madam : she has been dead for some 
time.* 

•* • I thought so ! * cried she warmly. * I knew 
if you had a mother living you would -not be 
here.' From that moment the good woman treat- 
ed me with a mother's kindness. 

*• I remained several days beneath her roof re- 
covering from the fatigue of my journey. While 
here I purchased a rifle and practised daily at a 
mark to prepare myself for a nunter's liie. When 
sufficiently recruited in strength I took leave of 
my kind host and hostess and resumed my jour- 
ney. 

"At Wheeling I embarked in a fiat-bottomed fam- 
ily boat, technically called a broad-horn- «i prime 
rWer conveyance in those days. In thi» ark for 
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two weeks I floated down the Ohio. • The hmr:. - 
was as yet in all its wild btiauty. Its loftiest trees* . 
had not been thinned out. The forest crvcrfiBng 
the water's edge and was occasionally skirted. by 
immense cane-brakes. Wild aaimals of aU ki^ds:-- 
abounded. We heard them rushing through.the 
thickets and plashing in the water* Deer and 
bears would frequently swim across the river ;- 
others would come down to the bank and gei^e , 
at the boat as it passed. I was incessatuly on the. 
alert with my rifle; but somehow. or t>ther: the. 
game was never within shot, Someihnesr I got a. 
chance to land and try my skill on shore:., i shot, 
squirrels and small birds and even wiJd turkeys ; 
but though I caught glimpses of deer boiindi'^ 
away through the woods, I nev«ir could get a lair 
shot at them. - • ^ 

*' In this way we glided in our broad-hx>rri past 
Cincinnati, the * Queen of the West * as she is 
now called, then a mere group of log caJ)ias ; 
and the site of the bustling city of Louisville, then 
designated by a solitary house. , As I said before, 
the Ohio was as yet a wild river ; all was forest, : 
forest, forest ! Near the confluence of Green 
River with the Ohio, I landed, bade adieu to the 
broad-horn, and struck for the interior of Ken- 
tucky. I had no precise plan ; my only idea was 
to make for one of the wildest parts of the coun-r 
try. I had relatives in Lexington and other settled 
places, to whom I thought it probable -my father 
would write concerning me : so as I was full of • 
manhood and independence, and resolutely, bent, 
on making my way in the world without assist- 
ance or control, I resolved to keep clear of them 
all. 

** In the course of my first day's trudge, I shot 
a wild turkey, and slung it on my back tor provi- 
sions. The forest was open and clear from uoider- 
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wood; I saw deer in abundance, but always run-r 
ninig, runnihg:. It seemed to me as if these 
animals never stood still. 

•* At length I came to where a gatng of half- 
startned' wolres were feasting on the carcass of a 
deer ^vhich -they. had run down ; and snarling and 
snapping and fighting like so many dogs« They 
were alt so ravenous and intent upon their prey 
that they did not notice me» and I had time to 
make my observations. One, larger and fiercer 
than the rest, seemed to claim the larger share, 
and to keep the others in awe. If any one came 
too near him while eating, he would fly off, seize 
and shake him, and then return to his repast, 
* This,* thought I, * mi^t be the captain ; if I can 
kill him, I S\aM ddEeat the whole army,' I ac- 
cordingly took aim, fired, and down dropped the 
old fellow* He might be only shamminlg dead ; 
so I loaded and put a second ball through him^ 
He' never budged; all the rest ran off, and my 
victory was complete. 

•* It would not be easy to describe my triumph- 
ant feelings on this great achievement. I 
marched on with renovated spirit, regarding my- 
self as absolute lord of the forest. As night drew 
near, I prepared for camping. My first care was 
to collect dry wood and make a roaring fire to 
cook and sleep by,' and to frighten off wolves, 
and bears, and panthers. I then began to pluck 
my turkey for supper. I had camped out several 
times in the early part of my expedition ; but that 
was in comparatively more settled and civilized 
regions, where there were no wild animals of 
consequence in the forest. This was my first 
camping out in the real wilderness ; and I was 
soon made sensible of the loneliness and wHdness 
of my situation. 

* - In a little while a concert of wolves com- 
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menced : there might have been a ddzenor two, 
but it seemed to me as if there were thousands. 
I never heard such howling and whining; Hav- 
ing prepared my tu»-key, 1 divided it into t^ 
parts, thrust two sticics into one of the^ halves, and 
planted them on end before the fir^, the litmter's 
mode of roasting. The smell of roast meat <|TifiCk- 
ened the appetites ot the wolves, and their concert 
became truly infernal. They seemed to be sdl 
around me, but I could only now and then get -a 
glimpse of one of them, as he came within the 
glare of the light. 

*' I did not much care for the woJves, who I 
knew to be a cowardly race, but I had heard t«"- 
rible stories of panthers, and began to fear their 
stealthy prowlings in the surrounding darkiiess. 
I was thirsty, and heard a bcook bubbling ^md 
tinkling along at no great distance, but absolutely, 
dared not go there, lest some panther might ire^in 
wait, and spring upon me. By and by a deer 
whistled. I had never heard one before, and 
thought it must be a panther. I now felt uneasy 
lest he might climb the trees, crawl along the 
branches overhead, and plump down upon me ; 
so I kept my eyes fixed on the branches, ufntil my 
head ached. I more than once thoi^ht I saw 
fiery eyes glaring down from among the leaves. 
At length I thought of my supper and turned to 
see it my half-turkey was cooked. In crowding 
so near the fire I had pressed the meat into the 
flames, and it was consumed. I had nothing to 
do but toast the other half, and take better care of 
it. On that half I made my supper, without salt 
or bread. I was still so possessed with the 
dread of panthers, that I could not close my ejres 
all night, but lay watching the trees until day- 
break, when all my fears were dispelled with the 
darkness \ and as I saw the morning sun spark- 
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Kn^ down through the bran9hea of the trees, I 
smiled to think how I had suffered myself to be 
dismayed by sounds and shadows : but I was a 
young woodsman, and a stranger in Kentucky. 

*' Having breakfasted on the remainder oi my 
turkey, and slaked my thirst . at the bubbling 
stream* without further dread of panthers, I re- 
sumed my wayfaring with buoyant feelings. I 
again saw deer, but as usual running, running ! 
I tried in vain to get a shot at them, and. began to 
fear I never should. I was gazing with vexation 
after a herd in full scamper, when I was startled 
by a human voice. Turning round, I saw a man 
at a short distance from me, in. a hunting dress* 

** * What are you after, my lad ? * cried he. 

•** Those deer,' replied I, pettishly; * but it 
seems ^ if they never stand still.' 

•• Upon that he burst out laughing. * Whese 
are you from? ' said he. 

•• ' From Richmond.' 

•'*What! In old Virginny ? • 

•' * The same.' 

** * And how on earth did you get here ? ' 

" * I landed at Green River from a broad^honu* 

** * And where are your companions ? * 

*• * I have none.' 

••• What ?--all alone!' 

'• • Yes.' 

** ' Where are you going ? * 

** ' Anywhere.' 

** • And what have you come here for ? " 

'• • To hunt.' 

*' * Well,' said he, laughingly, * you'll make a 
real hunter ; there's no mistaking that I Have 
you killed anything ? ' 

*•* Nothing but a turkey; I can't get within 
shot of a deer : they are always running.' 

*• ' Oh, I'll tell you the secret oi that. You're 
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always pushing forward, and starting the deer at 
a distance, and gazing at those that are scaniper-, 
ing ; but you must step ^s slow, and silent, arid 
cautious as a cat, and keep your eyes cl*ise; 
around you, and lurk from tree to tree, if you wish 
to get a chance at deer. But come, go home, 
with me. My name is Bill Smitheifs ; I live ho^ 
far off : stay with me a little while» and 1*11 teach 
you how to hunt.* 

** I gladly accepted tlie invitation of honest Bill 
Smithers. We soon reached his habitation ; a 
mere log hut, with a square hole for a window 
and a chimney made of sticks and clay. Here he 
lived, with a wife and child. He had ' girdled ' 
the trees for an acre or two around, preparatory 
to clearing a space for corn and potatoes. In the 
mean time he maintained his family entirely by hU 
rifle, and I soon found him to be a first-rate hunts-. 
man. Under his tutelage I received my first 
effective lessons in V woodcraft/ 

** The more I knew of a hunter's life, the more 
I relished it. The country, too, which had been 
the promised land of my boyhood, did not, like 
most promised lands, disappomt me. No wilder- 
ness could be more beautiful than this part of 
Kentucky, in those times. The forests were open 
and spacious, with noble trees, some of which 
looked as if they had stood for centuries. There 
were beautiful . prairies, too, diversified with 
groves and clumps of trees, which looked like 
vast parks, and in which you could see the deer 
runmng, at a great distance. In the proper sea- 
son these prairies would be covered in many 
E laces with wild strawberries, where your horses* 
oofs would be dyed to the fetlock, I thought 
there could not be another place in the world 
equal to Kentucky — ^and I think so still. 

•* After 1 had passed ten or twelve days with 



' RALPH mm WOOD, sm 

BfllSmithers, I thbugfht it tmie to shift my quar- 
ters, for liis house was sfcarce large enough for his 
own famHy^ and I had no idea of being an incum- 
brance to any one. I accordingly made up my 
bundle, shouldered my rifle, took a friendly leave 
oi Smithers and his wife, and set out in quest of a 
Nimrod of the wilderness, one John Miller, who 
lived alone, nearly forty miles off, and who I 
hoped would be well pleased to hax'e a hunting 
coVnpanion^ 

' ** I soon found out that one of the most import 
tant itemsMni woodcraft in a new country was the 
skill to find one's way in the wilderness. There 
were no regular roads in the forests, but they 
Were cut uj> aiid perplexed by paths leading in afi^ 
directions. Some of these were made by the cat- 
tle of the settlers, and were called * stock-tracks,' 
but others had been made by the immense droves 
of buffaloes which roamed about the country, 
from the flood until recent times. These were 
called buffalo-tracks, and traversed Kentucky from 
end to end, like highways. Traces of them may 
still be seen in uncultivated parts, or deeply worn 
in the rocks where they crossed the mountains. 
Iwas a young woodsman, and sorely puzzled to 
distinguish one kind of track from the other, or to 
make out my course through this tangled labj'- 
rinth. While thus perplexed, I heard a distant 
Soaring and rushing sound ; a gloom stole over 
the forest : on looking up, when I could catch a 
stray glimpse of the sky, I beheld the clouds rolled 
up like balls, the lower parts as black as ink. 
There was now and then an explosion, like a 
burst of cannonry afar off, and the crash of a fall- 
ing tree. I had heard of hurricanes in the woods, 
and surmised that one was at hand. It soon 
came crashing its >yay ; the forest writhing, and 
twisting, and groaning before it. The hurricane 
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did not extead far on either side, biH^n ajnamier 
ploughed a furrow through the woodla^iid J ^.nap-f 
ping off or uprooting trees that had stood fer <left-« 
turies, and tilling the air with whirling braacbe^c 
I was directly in its course, and took my staiid 
behind an immense poplar, six feet in diameter* 
It bore for a time the full fury of the blast, .fetit at 
length began to yield. Seeing it falling, X scram.«5 
bled nimbly round the trunk like a squirreU- 
Down it went, bearing down another tree witblt* 
I crept under the trunk as a shelter, and was pro* 
tected from other trees which iell around me, bujt 
was sore all over from the twigs a^d branches! 
driven against me by the blast* 

** This was the only in<:ident of consequence 
that occurred on my way to Joha Miller'sj wiieiie 
I arrived on the following day, and was received., 
by the veteran with the rough kindness of a back* 
woodsman. He was a gray-haired man, hardy: 
and weather-beaten, with a blue wart, like a great 
beard, over one eye, whence he was nicknamed 
by the hunters ' Bluebeard Miller.* He had been, 
in these parts from the earliest settlements, and 
had signalized himself in the hard conflicts with 
the Indians, which gained Kentucky the appella- 
tion of * the Bloody Ground.' In one of these 
fights he had had an arm broken ; in another he 
had narrowly escaped, when hotly pursued, by- 
jumping from a precipice thirty feet high inta a 
river. 

** Miller willingly receiv^ed me into his house as 
an inmate, and seemed pleased with the idea of 
making a hunter of me. His dwelling was a 
small log-house, with a loft or garret of boards, 
so that there was ample room for both of us. 
Under his instruction I soon made a tolerable pro- 
ficiency in hunting. My Arst exploit, of any pon- 
sequence, was kiUing a bear. I wa^ Jaunting ia 
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company with two brothers, when we came upon 
the track of Bruin, in a wood where there was an 
undergrowth of cdnes and grajje-vines. He was 
scrambling up a tree, when I shot him through 
the hreast : he i'eW to the ground and lay motion- 
less. The brothers sent in their dog, who seized 
the bear by the throat. Bruin raised one arm, 
and gave the dog a hug that crushed his ribs. 
One yell, and all was over. I don't know which 
was first dead, the dog or the bear. The two 
brothers sat down and cried like children over 
their unfortunate dog. Yet they were mere rough 
huntsmen, almost as wild and untameable as In- 
dians : but they were fine" fellows. 
' '* By degrees I became known, and somewhat 
of a favorite among the hunters of the neighbor- 
hood ; that is to say, men who lived within a cir- 
cle of thirty or forty miles, and came occasionally 
Vo see John Miller, who was a patriarch among 
them. They lived widely apart, in log huts and 
wigwams, almost with the simplicity of Indians, 
and well nigh as destitute of the comforts and in- 
ventions of civilized lite. They seldom saw each 
other ; weeks, and even months would elapse, 
without their visiting. When they did meet, it 
was very much after the manner of Indians ; 
loitering about all day, without having much to 
say, but becoming communicative as evening ad- 
vanced, and sitting up halt the \iight before the 
fire, telling hunting stories, and terrible tales of 
the fights of the Bloody Ground. 

*' Sometimes several would join in a distant 
hunting expedition, or rather campaign. Expe- 
ditions of this kind lasted from November until 
April ; during which we laid up our stock of sum- 
mer provisions. We shifted our hunting camps 
from place to place, according as we found the 
gB.mt. They were generally pitched near a run 
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of water, and close by a cane-brake, to screen us 
trom the wind. One side of our \<kige was-open 
toward the fire. Our horses were hoppled Aftd 
turned loose in the cane-brakes, with beirs round 
their necks. One of the party stayed at home to 
watch the camp, prepare the meals, and keep oft 
the wolves ; the others hunted. When a hunter 
killed a deer at a distance from the camp, hfe 
would open it and take out the entrails ; then 
climbing a sapling^, he would bend it down, tie 
the deer to the top, and let it spring up again, so 
as to suspend tne carcass out of reach of the 
wolves. At night he would return to the camp, 
and give an account of his luck. The next morn- 
ing early he would get a horse out of the cane- 
brake and bring home his game. That day he 
would stay at home to cut up the carcass, wl»fe 
the others hunted. 

** Our days were thus spent in silent and lonefy. 
occupations. It was only at night that we would 

father together before tne fire, and be sociabi^. 
was a novice, and used to listen with open eyes 
and ears to the strange and wild stories told by 
the old hunters, and believed everything I heard. 
Some of their stories bordered upon the supier- 
natural. They believed that their rifles might be 
spell-bound, so as not to be able to kill a buffalo, 
even at arm's length. This superstition they had 
derived from the Indians, who often think the 
white hunters have laid a spell upon their rifles. 
Miller partook of this superstition, and used to 
tell of nis rifle's having a spell upon it ; but it 
often seemed to me to be a shuffling way of ac- 
counting for a bad shot. If a hunter grossly 
missed his aim he would ask, * Who shot last with 
this rifle ? * — and hint that he must have charmed 
it. The sure mode to disenchant the guh was to 
shoot a silver bullet out of it. 
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• ** By the openijvg ol spring we would generally 
have quantities of bears' -meat and venison salted, 
dried, and smoked, and numerous packs of skins. 
We would then make the best of our way home 
irom our distant hunting-grounds ; transporting 
our spoils, sometimes in canoes along the rivers, 
sometimes on horseback over land, and our re- 
turn would often be celebrated by feasting and 
dan^^ing, in true backwoods style. I have given 
you some idea of our hunting ; let me now give 
you a sketch of our frolicking. 

** It was on our return from a winter's hunting 
in the neighborhood of Green River, when we re- 
ceived notice that there was to be a grand frolic 
at Bob Mosely's, to greet the hunters. This Bob 
Mosely was a prime fellow throughout the coun- 
try. He was an indifferent hunter, it is true, and 
rather lazy to boot; but then he could play the 
fiddle, anci that was enough to make him of con- 
sequence. There was no other man within a 
hundred miles that could play the fiddle, so there 
was no having a regular frolic without Bob 
Mosely. The hunters, therefore, were always 
ready to give him a share of their game in ex- 
change for his music, and Bob was always ready 
to get up a carousal, whenever there was a party 
returning from a hunting expedition. The present 
frolic was to take place at Bob Mosely s own 
house, which was on the Pigeon Roost Fork of 
the Muddy, which is a branch of Rough Creek, 
which is a branch of Green River. 

•* Everybody was agog for the revel at Bob 
Mosely' s ; and as all the fashion of the neighbor- 
hood was to be there, I thought I must brush up 
for the occasion. My leathern hunting-dress, 
which was the only one I had, was somewhat the 
worse for wear, it is true, and considerably 
japanned with blood and grease ; but I was up to 
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hunting expedients. Getting into a ^erio^ae^ I 
paddled off to a part of the Green Ri^er wJa/^e 
tiiere was sand and clay, that nrvig^t serve for 
-soap ; then taking off my dress, 1 scrubbed and 
-scoured it, until I thought it looked very well, . I 
then put it on the end of a stick, and hung it out 
of the periogue to dry, while I stretched myself 
very comfortably on the green bank of the riveJT. 
Unluckily a flaw struck the periogue, and tipped 
over the stick : down went my dress to the bot- 
tom of the river, and I never saw it more. Here 
was I, left almost in a state of ^nature. I man- 
aged to make a kind of Robinson Crusoe garb of 
undressed skins, with the hair on, which enabled 
me to get home with decency ; but my dream of 
gayety and fashion was at an end ; for how coitld 
I think of figuring m high life at the Pigeon 
Roost, equipped like a mere Orson ? 

-* Old Miller, who really began to take some 
pride in me, was confounded when he understood 
that I did not intend to go to Bob Mosely's ; but 
when I told him my mislortune, and thatj had no 
dress : ' By the powers, ' cried he, * but you skall 

fo, and you shall be the best dressed and the 
est mounted lad there ! * 

'* He immediately set to work to cut out and 
make up a hunting-shirt of dressed deer-skin, 
gayly iringed at the shoulders, with leggings of 
the same, fringed from hip to ,heel. He then 
made me a rakish raccoon-cap, with a flaunting 
tail to it ; mounted me on his best horse; and I 
may say, without vanity, that I was one of the 
smartest fellows that figured on that occasion, at 
the Pigeon Roost Fork of the Muddy. 

** It was no small occasion, either, let me tell 
you. Bob Mosely's house was a tolerably large bark 
shanty, with a clap-board roof ; and there were 
assembled all the young hunters and pretty girls 
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of the coXiiUry, for many a mile round. The 
young men were in their best hunting-dresses, 
but not one could compare with mine ; and my 
raccoon-cap, with its flowing tail, was the admira- 
tion of everybody. The girls were mostly in doe- 
skin dresses ; for there was no spinning and weav- 
ing as yet in the woods ; nor any need of it. I 
never saw girls that seemed tome better dressed ; 
and I was somewhat of a judge, having seen fash- 
ions at Richmond. We had a hearty dinner, «nd 
a merry one ; for there was Jemmy Kiel, famous 
for raccoon-hunting, and Bob Tarleton, and Wes- 
ley Pigman, and Joe Taylor, and several other 
prime fellows for a frolic, that made all ring 
agsrin, and laughed, that you might have heard 
them a mile. 

** After dinner, we began dancing, and were 
hard at it, when, about three o'clock in the after- 
noon, there was a new arrival — the two daughters 
of old Simon ^Schultz ; two young ladies that 
affected fashion and late hours. Their arrival 
had nearly put an end to all our merriment. I 
must go a little round about in my story to explain 
to you how that happened. 

•* As old Schultz, the father, was one day look- 
ing in the cane-brakes for his cattle, became upon 
the track of horses. He knew they were none of 
his, and that none of his neighbors had horses 
about that place. They must be stray horses ; or 
must belong to some traveller who had lost his 
wayrasthe track led nowhere. He accordingly 
followed it up, until he came to an unlucky ped- 
dler, with two or three pack-horses, who had 
been bewildered among the cattle-tracks, and had 
wandered for two or three days among woods and 
cane-brakes, until he was almost famished. 

" Old Schultz brought him to his house ; fed 
him on venison, bear's meat, and hominy, and at 
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the end of a week put him in prime condition. 
The peddler could not sufficiently express His 
thankfulness ; and when about to depart, inquired 
what he had to pay ? Old Schultz stepped ba<?k 
with surprise. * Stranger,' said he, ^ you have 
been welcome under my roof. Fve given vou 
nothing but wild meat and hominy, because I had 
no better, but have been glad of your company. 
You are welcome to stay as long as you please ; 
but, by Zounds ! if any one offers to pay Simon 
Schultz for food he affronts him I ' So saying, he 
walked out in a huff. 

•* The peddler admired the hospitality of his 
host, but could not reconcile it to his conscience 
to go away without making some recompense. 
There were honest Simon's two daughlersi. two 
strapping, red-haired girls. He opened his packs 
and displayed riches before them of which they 
had no conception ; for in those days thfere were 
no country stores in those parts, with their artifi- 
cial finery and trinketry ; and this was the first 
peddler that had wandered into that part of the 
wilderness. The girls were for a time completely 
dazzled, and knew not what to choose : but what 
caught their eyes most were two looking-glasses, 
about the size of a dollar, set in gilt tin. They 
had never seen the like before, having" used no 
other mirror than a pail of water. The peddler 

Presented them these jewels, "without the least 
esitation : nay, he gallantly hung them round ! 
their necks by red ribbons, almost as fine as the 
glasses themselves. This done, he took his de- 
parture, leaving them as much astonished as two 
princesses in a fairy tale, that have received a 
magic gift from an enchanter. 

'* It was with these looking-glasses, hung 
round their necks as lockets, by red ribbons, that 
old Schultz's daughters made their appearance at 
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three o'clock in the afternoon, at the frolic at Bob 
Mosel)r*s, on the Pigeon Roost Fork of the Rluddy. 

*• By the powers, but it was an event i Such 
a thing had never before been seen in Kentucky. 
Bob Tarteton, a strapping fellow, with a head like 
a chestnut-burr, and a look like a boar in an apple 
orchard, stepped up, caught hold of the looking- 
glass of one of the girls, and gazing at it for a 
moment, cried out : * Joe Taylor, come here ! 
come here ! I'll be darn'd if Patty Schultz ain't 
got a locket that you can see your face in, as 
clear as in a spring of water \ ^ 

** In a twinkling all the young hunters gathered 
round old Schultz's daughters. I,, who knew 
what looking-glasses were, did not budge. Some 
of the girls who sat near me were excessively 
mortified at finding themselves thus deserted. I 
heard Peggy Pugh say to Sally Pigman, * Good- 
ness knows, it's well Schultz's daughters is got 
them things round their necks, for it's the first 
time the young men crowded round them ! * 

•* I saw immediately the danger of the case. 
We were a small community, and could not afford 
to be split up by feuds. So I stepped up to the 
girls, and whispered to them: * Polly,' said I, 
those lockets are powerful fine, and become you 
amazingly ; but you don't consider that the coun- 
try is not advanced enough in these parts tor such 
things. You and I understand these matters, but 
these people don't. Fine things like these may do 
very well in the old settlements, but they won't 
answer at the Pigeon Roost Fork of the Muddy. 
You had better lay them aside for the present, or 
we shall have no peace.' 

" Polly and her sister luckily saw their error; 
they took off the lockets, laia them aside, and 
harmony was restored : otherwise, I verily believe 
there would have been an end of our community. 
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Indeed, notwithstanding: the. great *sa<nifice \htf 
made on this occasion, 1 do not think oid Schulfif» 
daughters were ever much liked afterward among 
the young women. '. ' 

'* This was the first time that looking-glass« 
were ever seen in the Green River part of Ken- 
tucky." 

•• I had now lived some time with old Miller, 
and had become a tolerably expert hunter. Game, 
however, began to grow scarce. The buffalo had 
gathered together, as if by universal understand-^ 
ing, and had crossed the Mississippi, never to re- 
turn. Strangers kept pouring into the country. - 
clearing away the forests, and building in all di-^ 
rections. The hunters began to grow festive, 
Jemmy Kiel, the same of whom I have already 
spoken for his skill in raccoon catching, canie to, 
me one day : * I can't stand this any longer,* said 
he; * we're getting too thick nere. Simon; 
Schultz crowds me so, that I have no comfort of 
niy life/ 

• ' * Why, how you talk ! * said I ; * Simon ' 
Schultz lives twelve miles o^' 

'* * No matter ; his cattle run with mine.and I've 
no idea of living where another's man cattle can 
run with mine. That's too close neighborhood ; 
I want elbow-room. This country, too, is grow- • 
ing too poor to live in ; there's no game ; so two 
or three of us have made up our minds to follow 
the buffalo to the Missouri, and we should like to "^ 
have you of the party. * Other hunters of my ac- 
quaintance talked in the same manner. This set 
me thinking ; but the more I thought the more I 
was perplexed. I had no one to advise with ; old 
Miller and his associates knew but of one mode of 
lite, and I had had no experience in any other ; but 
I had a wide scope of ttiought. When out hunt- 
ing alone I used to forgfet the sport, and sit for 
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hQUfs together on the trunk of a trcfej with rifle in 
band, burieci in thought, and debating with my- 
self ; V Shall J go with Jemmy Kiet and his com- 
pany, or shall I remain here ? If I remain here 
there wiU soon be nothing left to hunt ; but am I 
to be a hunter all my life ? Have not I something 
more in me than to be carrying a rifle on my 
shoulder, day after day, and dodging about after 
bears, and deer, and other brute beasts ? My 
vanity told me. I had ; and I called to mind my 
boyish boast to my sister, that I would never re- 
turn home, until I returned a member of Congress 
trom Kentucky ; but was this the way to fit my- 
self for such a station ?' 

** Various plans passed through my mind, but 
they were abandoned almost as soon as formed. 
At length I determined on becoming a lawyer. 
True it is, I knew almost nothing. I had left 
school before I had learned beyond the * rule of 
three.' * Never mind,' said I to myself, reso- 
lutely ; * I am a terrible fello\v for hanging on to 
anything when I've once made up my mind ; and 
if a man has but ordinary capacity, and will set to 
work with heart and soul, and stick to it, he can 
do almost anything.' With this maxim, which 
has been pretty much my main-stay throughout 
life, I fortified myself in my determination to at- 
tempt the law. But how was I to set about it ? 
I must quit this forest life, and go to one or other 
of the towns, where I might be able to study, and 
to attend the courts. This too required funds. I 
examined into the state of my finances. The purse 
given me by my father had remained untouched, 
in the bottom of an old chest up in the loft, for 
money was scarcely needed in these parts. I had 
bargained away the skins acquired in hunting, for 
a horse and various other matters, on which in 
case of need» I could raise funds. I therefore 



260 THE CRA TON BAFJSHS, 

thought I could make shift to maintain myself Wdr 
til 1 was fitted for the bar. : 

** I informed my worthy host and patron, old 
Miller, of my plan. He shook his head at my 
turning my back upon the woods, when I was in 
a fair way of making a first-rate hunter ; but he 
made no effort to dissuade me. I accordingly set 
off in September, on horseback, intending to visit 
Lexington, Frankfort, and other of the principal 
towns, in search of a favorable place to prosecute 
my studies. My choice was made sooner than I 
expected. I had put up one night at BArdstown, 
and found, on inquiry, that I could get comforta- 
ble board and accommodation in a private family 
lor a dollar and a half a week* I liked the place, 
and resolved to look no farther. So the next 
morning I prepared to turn my face homeward, 
and take my final leave of forest life. 

** I had taken my breakfast, and was waiting 
for my horse, when, in pacing up and down the 
piazza, I saw a young girl seated near a windovv, 
evidently a visitor. She was very pretty ; with 
auburn nair and blue eyes, and was dressed in 
white. 1 had seen nothing of the kind since I had 
left Richmond ; and at that time I was too much 
of a boy to be much struck by female charnis. 
She was so delicate and dainty-looking, so differ- 
ent from the hale, buxom, brown girls of the 
woods; and then her white dress I — it was per- 
fectly dazzling ! Never was poor youth more ta- 
ken by surprise, and suddenly bewitched. My 
heart yearned to know her ; but how was I to ac- 
cost her ? I had grown wild in the woods, and 
had none of the habitudes of polite life. Had she 
been like Peggy Pugh or Sally Pigman, or any 
other of my leathern-dressed belles of the Pigeon 
Roost, I should have approached her without 
dread ; nay, had she been as fair as Schult2*s 
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daug^hters, tvitli their looking-^lass lockets, I 
should not have hesitated ; but that white dre55» 
and those aubarn Hnglets, and blue eyes» and del- 
icate looks, quits daunted, while they fascinated 
me. I don't know what put it into my head, but 
I thought, all at once, that I would kiss her ! It 
would take a long acquaintance to arrive at such 
a boon, but I might seize upon it by sheer rob- 
bery. Nobody knew me here. I would just step 
in, snatch a kiss, mount my horse, and ride ott. 
She would not be the worse for it ; and that kiss 
—oh ! I shoXild die if I did not get it ! 

"I gave no time for the thought to cool, but 
entered the house, and stepped lightly into the 
room. She was seated with her back to the 
doorj looking dut at the window, and did not hear 
my approach. I tapped her chair, and as she 
turned and looked Up, I snatched as sweet a kiss 
as ever was stolen, and vanished in a twinkling. 
The next moment I was on horseback, galloping 
homeward ; my very ears tingling at what I had 
done. 

**On my return home I sold my horse, anti 
turned everything to cash ; and found, with the 
remains of the paternal purse, that 1 had nearly 
lour hundred dollars ; a little capital which I re- 
Solved to manage with the strictest economy. 

*• It was hard parting with old Miller, who had 
been like a father to me ; it cost me, too, some- 
thing of a struggle to give up the free, inijepend- 
ent wild-wood life I had hitherto led ; but I had 
marked out my course, and had never been one 
to flinch or turn back. 

** I footed it sturdily to Bardstown ; took pos- 
session of the quarters for which I had bargained, 
shut myself up, and set to work with might and 
main to study. But what a task I had before me ! 
I had everything to learn ; not merely law, but 
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all the elementary branches of knowledge. I 
read and read, for sixteen hours out of the four-and* 
twenty ; but the more I read the more I became 
aware of my own ignorance, ^nd shed bitter 
tears over my deficiency. It seemed as if the 
wilderness of knowledge expanded and grew more 
perplexed as I advanced. Every height gamed 
only revealed a wider region to be traversed, and 
nearly filled me with despair. I gjrew moody, 
silent, and unsocial, but studied on doggedly and 
incessantly. The only person with wnom I held 
any conversation was the worthy man in whose 
house I was quartered. He was honest and well- 
xneaning, but perfectly ignorant, and I believe 
would have liked me much better if I had not 
been so much addicted to reading. He consider* 
ed all books filled with lies and impositions, and 
seldom coilld look into one without finding some- 
thing to rouse his spleen. Nothing put him into 
a greater passion than the assertion that the 
world turned on its own axis every four-and- 
twenty hours. He sw^ore it was an outrage upon 
common sense. * Why, if it did,* said he, * there 
would not be a drop of water in the well by morn* 
ing, and all the milk and cream in the dairy 
would be turned topsy-turvy ! And then to talk 
of the earth gomg round the sun ! How do they 
know it ? I've seen the sun rise everj*^ morning, 
and set every evening for more than thirty years. 
They must not talk io me about the earth's goin^ 
round the sun \* ' . 

** At another time he was in a perfect fret at be- 
ing told the distance between the sun and moon, 

• How can any one tell the distance ?* cried he. 

• Who surveyed it ? who carried the chain ? By 
Jupiter ! they only talk this way before me to an- 
noy me. But then there's some people of sense 
who give in to this cursed humbug ! There's 
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Judge' Broadnax, now, one of th^ best lawyers we 
have ; isn't it surprising he should believe in such 
siuff ? Why> sir, the other day I heard him talk of 
the distance £rom a star he called Mars to the 
sun ! He must have got it out of one or other of 
those confounded books he's so fond of reading ; 
a book some impudent fellow has written, who 
knew noboay could swear the distance was more 
or less/ 

** For my own part, feeling my own deficiency 
in scientific lore, I never ventured to unsettle his 
conviction ^hat the sun made his daily circuit 
round the earth ; and for aught I said to the con- 
trary, he lived and died in that belief. 

'* 1 had been about a year at Bardstown, living 
thus studiously and reclusely, when, as I was one 
day walking the street, I met two young girls, in 
one of whom I immediately recalled the little 
beauty whom I had kissed so impudently. She 
blushed up to the eyes, and so did I ; but we both 
passed on without further sign of recognition. 
This second glimpse of her, however, caused an 
odd fluttering about my heart. 1 could not get 
her out of my thoughts for days. She quite inter- 
fered with my stucRes. I tried to think of her as 
a mere child, but it would not do ; she had im- 
proved in beauty, and was tending toward 
womanhood; and then I myself was but little 
better than a stripling. However, I did not at- 
tempt to seek after her, or even to find out who 
she Was, but returned doggedly to my books. By 
degrees she faded from my thoughts, or if she did 
cross them occasionally, it was only to increase 
my despondency ; for I feared that with all my 
exertions, I should never be able to fit myself for 
the bar, or enable myself to support a wife. 

** One cold stormy evening I was seated, in 
dumpish mood, in the bar-room of the. inn, look- 



\ng into the fire, and turning over uncomfortaHl^s 
thougiits, when I was accosted by some one who- 
had entered the room without my perceiving it.. 
I looked up, and saw before me a tall and, -as I 
thought, pompous-looking man, arrayed in smalt 
clothes and knee-buckles, with powdered head, 
and shoes nicely blacked and polished ; a style of 
dress unparalleled in those days, in that rough 
country, I took a pique against him from the^- 
very portliness of his appearance, and stateliness 
of his manner, and bristled up as he accosted me. 
He demanded it my name was not Ringwood. 

** I was startled, for I supposed myself perfectly 
incog. ; but I answered in the affirmative. 

•• * Your family, 1 believe, lives in Richmond ?* . 

** My gorge began to rise, * Yes, sir,' replied 
I, sulkily, * my family does live in Richmond,' 

** * And what, may I ask, has brought you into 
this part of the country ?' 

'** Zounds, sir!' cried I, starting on my feet, 
• what business is it of yours ? How dare you to 
question me in this manner ?' 

*' The entrance of some persons prevented a 
reply ; but I walked up and down the bar-room, 
fuming with conscious mdependence and insulted 
dignity, while the pompous-looking personage/ 
who had thus trespassed upon my spleen, retired 
without proffering another word. 

** The next day, while seated in my room, some 
one tapped at the door, and, on being bid to 
enter, the stranger in the powdered head, small- 
clothes, and shining shoes and buckles, walked in 
with ceremonious courtesy. 

** My boyish pride was again in arms ; but he 
subdued me. He was formal, but kind and 
friendly. He knew my family and understood my 
situation, and the dogged struggle I was making. , 
A little conversation, when my jealous pride wcs 



RALPH BIN GWOOD, 865 

once put to rest, drew everything from me. He 
was a lawyer of experience and ol extensive prac- 
tice, and offered at once to take me with him, and 
direct my studies. The offer was too advanta- 
geous and gratifying not to be immediately ac- 
cepted. From that time I began to look up, I 
was put into a proper track, and was enabled to 
study to a proper purpose. I made acquaintance, 
too, with some of the young men of the place, 
who were in the same pursuit, and was encour- 
aged at finding that I could * hold my own' in 
argument with them. We instituted a debating 
club, in which I soon became prominent and 
popular. Men of talents, engaged in other pur« 
suits, jomed it, and this diversified our subjects, 
and put me on various tracks of inquiry. Ladies, 
too, attended some of our discussions, and this 
gave them a polite tone, and had an influence on 
the manners of the debaters. My legal patron 
also may have had a favorable effect in correcting 
any roughness contracted in my hunter's life. He 
was calculated to bend me in an opposite direc- 
tion, for he was of the old school ; quoted Ches- 
terfield on all occasions, and talked of Sir Charles 
Grandison, who was his beau ideal. It was Sir 
Charles Grandison, however, Kentuckyized. 

** I had always been fond of female society. My 
experience, however, had hitherto been among 
the rough daughters of the backwoodsmen ; and 
I felt an awe of young ladies in * store clothes,' 
and delicately brought up. Two or three of the 
married ladies of Bardstown, who had heard me^ 
at the debating club, determined that I was a 
genius, and undertook to bring me out. I be- 
lieve I really improved under their hands ; be- 
came quiet where I had been shy or sulky, and 
easy where I had been impudent. 

* I called to take tea one evening with one of 
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these ladies, when to my surprise, atrd ^irifewhftt 
to my contusion, I found with her the identicaf 
blue-eyed little beauty whom I had so auda*cious1y 
kissed. I was formally introduced to her, but 
neither of us betrayed any sig-n of previous ac- 
quaintance, except by blushing to the eyes. While 
tea was getting ready, the lady of the house went 
out of the room to give some directions, and left 
us alone. 

*• Heavens and earth, what a situation ! I 
would have given all the pittance I was worth to 
have been in the deepest dell of the forest. I felt 
the necessity of saying something in excuse of my 
former rudeness, but I could not conjure up an 
idea, nor utter a word. Every moment matters 
were growing worse. I felt at one time tempted 
to do as I had done when I robbed her of the 
J<iss ; bolt from the room, and take to flight ; but 
I was chained to the spot, lor I really longed to 
gain her good-will. 

'* At length I plucked up courage, on seeing that 
she was equally contused with myself, and walk- 
ing desperately up to her, I exclaimed : 

'* * I have been trying to muster up something to 
say to you, but I cannot. I feel that I ani in a 
horrible scrape. Do have pity on me, and he^> 
me out of it.' 

•* A smile dimpled about her mouth, and played 
among the blushes bt her cheek. She looked up 
with a shy, but arch glance of the eye, that ex- 
pressed a volume of comic recollection ; we both 
broke into a laugh, and from that moment all 
,went on well. ^ 

* ' A few evenings afterward I met her at a dance, 
and prosecuted the acquaintance. I soon becan>e 
deeply attached to her ; paid my court regularly ; 
and before I was nineteen years of age, had en- 
gaged myseli to marry her. I spoke to her 



TOorther, a widow lady, to ask her consent. She 
seemed to demur ; upon which, with my custom- 
ary haste, I told her there would be no use in op- 
posing the - match, for if her daughter chose to 
have me, I would take her, in defiance of her 
family, and the whole world. 

** She laughed, and told me I need not give my- 
self any uneasiness ; would be no unreasonable 
opposition. She knew my family and all about 
me. The only obstacle was, that I had no means 
of supporting a wife, and she had nothing to giy^ 
with her daughter. 

•* No matter ; at that moment everything was 
,4)right before me. I was in one of my sanguine 
moods. I feared nothing, doubted nothing. So 
it was agreed that I should prosecute my studies, 
obtain a license, and as soon as I should be fairly 
launched in business, we would be married. 

*' I now prosecuted my studies with redoubled 
ardor, and was up to my ears in law, when I re- 
ceived a letter from my father, who had heard of 
.me and my whereabouts. He applauded the 
course I had taken, but advised me to lay a foun- 
dation of general knowledge, and offered to defray 
my expenses, if I would go to college. I felt the 
want of a general education, and was staggered 
with this offer. It militated somewhat against 
the self-dependent course I had so proudly or 
rather conceitedly marked out for myself, but it 
would enable me to enter more advantageously 
upon my legal career. I talked over the mat- 
ter with the lovely girl to whom I was engaged. 
She sided in opinion with my father, and talked 
so disinterestedly, yet tenderly, that if possible, I 
loved her more than ever. I reluctantly, therefore, 
agreed to go to college for a couple of years, 
though it must necessarily postpone our union. 

*' Scarcely had I formed this resolution, wlien 
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her mother" was taken ill, and died, leaving lief 
without a protector. This ag-ain altered all my 
plans. I felt as il I could protect her. I gave up 
all idea of collegiate studies ; persuaded myself 
that by dint of industry and application I might 
overcome the deficiencies of education, and re- 
solved to take out a iicense as soon as possible. 

*' That very autumn I was admitted to the bar, 
and within a month afterward was married. We, 
were a young couple, she not much above sixteen, 
I. not quite twenty ; and both almost without a 
dollar in the world. The establishment which: 
we set up was suited to our circumstances: a 
log-house, with two small rooms ; a bed, a table, 
a half dozen chairs, a half dozen knives and forks, 
a half dozen spoons ; everything by half dozens ; 
a little delft ware ; everything in a small way ; \ve 
were so poor, but then so happy ! 

•' We had not been married many days, when 
court was held at a county town, about twenty- 
five miles distant It was necessary for me to go 
there, and put myself in the way of business ; but 
how was I to go ? I had expended all my means 
on our establishment ; and tnen it was hard part- 
ing with my wife so soon after marriage. How- 
ever, go I must. Money must be made, of we 
should soon have the wolf at the door. I accord- 
ingly borrowed a hors6, and borrowed a little 
cash, and rode off from my door, leaving my tvife 
standing at it, and waving her hand after me. 
Her last look, so sweet and beaming, wisnt to my 
heart. I felt as if I could go through fire and 
water for her. 

" I arrived at the county town on a cool Octo- 
ber evening. The inn was crowded, for the 
court was to commence on the following day. I 
knew no on6, and wondered how I, a stranger, 
and a mere youngster, was to make myAvay in 
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siijph a crowd, and to get business. The public 
room was thronged with the idlers of the country^ 
who gather together on such occasions. There 
vvas some drinking going forward, with much 
noise, and a little altercation. Just as I entered 
the room I saw a rough bully of a fellow, who 
was partly intoxicated, strike an old man. He 
came swaggering by me, and elbowed me as he 
passed. I immediately knocked him down, and 
kicked him into the street, I needed no better 
introduction. In a moment I had a dozen rough 
sliakes of the hand, and invitations to drink, and 
found myself quite a personage in this rough as- 
^mbly. 

** The next morning- the court opened. I took 
my seat among the lawyers, but felt as a mere 
spectator, not having a suit in progress or pros- 
pect, nor having any idea where business was to 
come from. In the course of the morning a man 
was put at the bar, charged with passing counter- 
feit money, and was asked if he was ready for trial. 
He answered in the negative. He had been con- 
fined in a place where there were no lawyers, and 
had not had an opportunity of consulting any. 
He was told to choose counsel from the lawyers 
present, and to be ready for trial on the following 
day. He looked round the court and selected 
me. I was thunder-struck. I could not tell why 
he should make such a choice. I, a beardless 
youngster; unpractised at the bar ; perfectly un- 
known. I felt diffident yet delighted, and could 
have hugged the rascal. 

** Before leaving the court he gave me one hun- 
dred dollars in a bag as a retaining fee. I could 
scarcely believe my senses ; it seemed like a 
dream. The heaviness of the fee spoke but light- 
ly in favor of his innocence, but that was no affair 
of miac« I was to be advocate, not judge nor 
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jury. I followed him to jail, and learned from 
him all the particulars of his case ; from thence I 
went to the clerk's office and took minutes of the 
indictment. I then examined the law on the sub- 
ject, and prepared my brief in my room. All tKis 
occupied me until midnight, when I went to bed 
and tried to sleep. It was all in vain. Never 
in my life was I more wide-awake. A host of 
thoughts and fancies kept rushing through my 
mincT ; the shower of gold that had so unexpect- 
edly fallen into my lap ; the idea of my poor little 
wife at home, that Iwas to astonish with my.^^d 
fortune ! But then the awful responsibiilty I. had 
undertaken !^to speak for the first time in 'a 
strange court ; the expectations the culprit had 
evidently formed of my talents j all these, and a 
crowd of similar notions, kept whirling through 
my mind. I tossed about all night, fearing tne 
morning would find me exhausted and incompe- 
tent ; in a word, the day dawned on me, a miser- 
able fellow ! 

*' I got up feverish and nervous. I walked 
out before breakfast, striving to collect my 
thoughts, and tranquillize my feelings. It was a 
bright morning ; the air was pure and frosty- I 
bathed my forehead and my hands in a beautiful 
running stream ; but I could not allay the fever 
heat that raged within. I returned to breakfast, 
but could not eat. A single cup of coffee formed 
my repast. It was time to go to courts and I 
went there with a throbbing heart. I believse if 
it had not been for the thoughts of my little wife, 
in her lonely log house, I should have given, back 
to the man his nundred dollars, and relinquished 
the cause. I took my seat, looking, I am con- 
vinced, more like a culprit than the rogue I was 
to defend. 

"When the time eame for me to speak, my 
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l^^art died within me. I rose embarrassed and 
dismayed, and stammered in oi>ening myvcause. 
^ I went on from bad to worse, and felt as if I was 
goings down hill. Just tlien the public prosecutor, 
a man of talents, but somewhat rough in his 
practice, made a sarcastic remark on something 
I had said. It was like an electric spark, and 
nan tingling through every vein in my body. In 
an instant my diffidence was gone. My whole 
spirit was in arms. I answered with promptness 

- and bitterness,, for I. felt the cruelty of such an .At- 
tack, upon a novice in my situation. The public 

—prosecutor made a kind of apolpgy : this, from a 
'^ man of his redoubted powers, was a vast cdhces- 

- sion. r renewed my argument with a fearJjess 
glow; carried the case through triumphanily. 
and the man was acquitted. 

•* This was the making of me. Everybody was 
curious \o know who this new lawyer was, that 
had thus suddenly risen among them, and beard- 
ed the attorney-general at the very outset. The 
story of my d^but at the inn on the preceding 
evening, when I had knocked down a bully, and 
kicked him out of doors for striking an old man, 
was circulated with favorable exaggerations. 
Even my very beardkss chin and juvenile counte- 
nance were in my favor, for people gave me far 
more credit than I really deserved. The chance 
business which occurs in our country courts came 
thronging upon me. I was repeatedljr employed 
in other causes ; and by Saturday night, when 
the court closed, and I had paid my bill at the 
inn. I found myself with a hundred and fifty dol- 
lars in silver, three hundred dollars in notes, and 
.a horse that I afterward sold for two hundred dol- 
lars more. 

** Never did miser gloat on his money with 
more delight. I. locked tlie door of my room ; 
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piled the money in a heap upon the table ; walked 
round it ; sat with my elbows on the table» arid 
my chin upon my hands, and gaz^ed upon it. Wa^ 
I thinking of the money ? No ! I was thinking 
of my little wife at home. Another sleepless 
night ensued ; but what a night of golden fancies, 
and splendid air-castles ! A$ soon as morning 
dawned, I was up, mounted the borrowed horse 
with which I had come to court, and led the other 
which I had received as a fee. All the way I was 
delighting myself with the thoughts of the sur^ 
prise I had in store lor my little wife ; lor both gj 
us had expected nothing but that I should spend 
all the money I had borrowed, and should return 
in debt. 

** Our meeting was joyoTis, as you may sup^ 
pose : but I played the part of the Indian hunter, 
who, when he returns from the chase, never lor a 
time speaks of his success. She had prepared ^ 
snug little rustic meal for me, and while it was 

fetting ready I seated myself at an old-fashioned 
esk in one corner, and began to count over my 
money, and put it away. She came to me before 
I had finished, and asked who I had collected th^ 
money tor. 

** ' For myself, to be sure,* replied I, with af-^ 
fected coolness ; * I made it at court.* 

'* She looked me for a moment in the face, iu- 
credulously. I tried to keep my countenance, 
and to play Indian, but it would not do. My 
muscles began to twitch ; my feelings all at pnc.e 
gave way. I caught her in my arms ; laughed, 
cried, and danced about the room, like a Crazy 
man. From that time forward, we never wanted 
for money. 

** I had not been long in successful practice,* 
when I was surprised one day by a visit from my 
woodland patron, old Miller. The tidings of my 
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prosperity had reached him in the wilderness, 
and he had walked one hundred and filty miles 
on loot to see me. By that time I had improved 
my domestic estabhshment, and had all things 
comfortable about me. He looked around him 
with a wondering eye, at what he considered lux- 
uries and superfluities ; but supposed they were 
all right in my altered circumstances. He said 
he did not know, upon the whole, but that I had 
a^ted for the best. It is true, if game had con- 
tinued plenty, it would have been a folly for me to 
quit a hunter's life ; but huntings was pretty nigh 
done up in Kentucky. The buffalo had gone to 
Mi^ssouri y the elk. were nearly gone also ; deer, 
too, were growing scarce ; they might last out 
hi's twne; as he was growing old, but they were not 
worth setting up life upon. He had once lived oa 
the borders of Virginia. Game grew scarce 
there ; he followed it up across Kentucky, and 
now it was again giving him the slip ; but he was 
too old to follow it farther. 

*• He remained with us three days. My wife 
did everything in her power to make him comfort- 
able ; but at the end of that time he said he must 
be off again to the woods. He was tired of the 
village, and of having so many people about him. 
He accordingly returned to the wilderness and to 
hunting life. But I fear he did not make a good 
end ot it ; for I understand that a few years be- 
fore his death he married Sukey Thomas, who 
lived at the White Oak Run." 
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From the time of the chimerigal cruisings of 
Old Ponce de Leon in search of the Fountain of 
Youth, the avaricious expedition of Pamphilo de 
Narvaez in quest of gold, and the chivalrous en- 
terprise ol Hernando de Soto, to discover and 
conquer a second Mexico, the natives oi Florida 
have been continually subjected to the invasions 
and encroachments of white men. They have re- 
sisted them persevering-ly but fruitlessly, and are 
how battling amid swamps and morasses for the 
last foothold of their native soil, with all the 
ferocity of despair. Can we wonder at the bitter- 
ness of a hostility that has been handed down 
Irom father to son, for upward of three centuries, 
and exasperated by the wrongs and miseries of 
each succeeding generation I The very name ol 
the savages with which we are fighting betokens 
their fallen and homeless condition. Formed of 
the wrecks of once powerful tribes-, and drivea 
from their ancient seats of prosperity and do- 
minion, they are known by the name oi the Semi* 
noles, or *' Wanderers." 

Bartram, who travelled through Florida in the 
latter part of the last century, speaks of passing 
through a great extent of ancient Indian fields, 
now silent and deserted, overgrown with forests, 
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orange groves, and rank vegetation, the site of the 
ancient Alachua, the capital of a famous and 
powerful tribe, who in days of old could assemble 
thousands at bull-play and other athletic exer- 
cises ** over these then happy fields and green 
plains." ** Almost every step we take," adds he, 
** over these fertile heights, discovers xbe remains 
and traces bt ancfent human Habitations and cul- 
tivation." 

About the year 1763, when Florida was ceded 
.by the Spaniards to the English, we are told that 
-the Indians generally retired from the towns and 
the neighborhood of the whites, and burying 
-themselves in the deep forests, intricate swamps 
and hommocks, and vast savannas of the in- 
terior, devoted themselves to a pastoral lile, and 
the rearing of horses and cattle. These are the 
people that received the name of the Seminoles, 
or Wanderers, which they still retain. 
■ Bartram gives a pleasing picture of them at the 
time he visited them in their wilderness ; where 
their distance from the abodes of the white man 
eave them a transient quiet and security, ** This 
Handful of people," says he, "possesses a vast 
jterritory, all East and the greatest part of West 
Florida, which being naturally cut and divided 
into thousands of islets, knolls, and eminences, 
by the innumerable rivers, lakes, swamps, vast 
savannas, and ponds, form so many secure re- 
treats and temporary dwelling places that effectu-* 
ally guard them from any sudden invasions or at- 
tacks from their enemies ; and being such a 
swampy, hommocky country, furnishes such a 
plenty and variety of supplies for the nourishment 
of varieties of animals, that I can venture to as- 
sert that no part of the globe so abounds with 
wild game, or creatures fit for the food of man. 
'* Thus they enjoy a superabundance of the 
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necessaries and conveniences of life, with the se- 
curity of person and property, the two great con- 
cerns of mankind. The hides of deer, bears, 
timers, and wolves, together with honey, wax, and 
other productions of the country, purchase their 
clothing equipage and domestic utensils from the 
whites. They seem to be free from want or de- 
sires. No cruel enemy to dread ; nothing to give 
them disquietude, but the gradual ^ncroacHmettts 
of the white people. Thus contented and undis- 
turbed, they appear as blithe and free as the birds 
of the air, and like them as volatile and active, 
tuneful and vociferous. The visage^ action, and 
deportment of the Seminoles form the niost strik- 
ing picture of happiness in this life ; joy, content- 
ment, love, and friendship, without guile or 
affectation, seem inherent in theni, or predominant 
in their vital principle, for it leaves them with but 
the last breath of life. . \ . They are fond of 
games and gambling, and amuse themselves like 
children, in relating extravagant stories, to cause 
surprise and mirth." * 

The same writer gives an engaging picture of 
his treatment by these savages : 

" Soon after entering the forests, we were met 
in the path by a small company of Indians, smil- 
ing and beckoning to us long before we joined 
them. This was a family of Talahasochte, who 
had been out on a hunt and were returning home 
loaded with barbecued meat, hides, and honey. 
Their company consisted of the man, his wife and 
children, \yell mounted on fine horses, with a 
number of pack-horses. The man offered us a 
fawn skin of honey, which I accepted, and at part- 
ing presented him with some fish-hooks, sewing-* 
needles, etc. 
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*' Ori our return to camp in the evening, we 
were saluted by a party of young Indian warriors, 
who had pitched their tents on a green eminence 
near the lake, at a small distance from our camp, 
under a little grove X)f oaks and palmsf This com- 
pany consisted ot seven young Seminoles, under 
the conduct of a young prince or chief of Tala- 
hasochte, a town southward in the isthmus. They 
were all dressed and painted with singular ele- 
gance, and richly ornamented with silver plates, 
chains, etc., after the Seminole mode, with wav- 
ing plumes of feathers on their crests. On our 
coming up to them, they arose and shook hands ; 
we alighted and sat awhile with them by their 
cheerful fire. 

'* The young prince informed our chief that he 
was in pursuit of a young fellow who had fled 
from the town carrying off with him one of his 
favorite young wives. He said, merrily, he would 
have the ears of both of them before he returned. 
He was rather above the middle stature, and the 
most perfect human figure I ever saw ; of an 
amiable, engaging countenance, air, and deport- 
ment ; free and familiar in conversation, yet re- 
taining a becoming gracefulness and dignity. 
We arose, took leave of them, and crossed a little 
vale, covered with a charming green turf, already 
illuminated by the soft light of the full moon. 

** Soon after joining our companions at camp, 
our neighbors, the prince and his associates, paid 
us a visit. We treated them with the best fare 
we had, having till this time preserved our spiritu- 
ous liquors. They left us with perfect cordiality 
and cheerfulness, wishing us a good repose, and 
retired to their own camp. Having a band of 
music with them, consisting of a drum, flutes, and a 
rattle-gourd, they entertained us during the night 
with their music, vocal and instrumental. 
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There is a languishmg soltnesaaod jnejajicl^oly 
air in the Indian convivial songs, especially pi, the 
amorous class, irresistibly moving attention, and 
exquisitely pleasing, especially in ?Keir Solitary re- 
cesses, whtin all nature is silent." 

Travellers who have been among them, in more 
recent times, before they had enibarked in their 
present desperate struggle, represent them in 
much the same light ; as leading a pleasant.in- 
dolent life, in a climate that required little shelter 
or clothing, and where the spontaneous fruits* of 
the earth furnished subsistence without toll. - A 
cleanly race, delighting in bathing, passings nvuch 
of their time under the shade of their treef^, With 
heaps of oranges and other fine fruits for their re- 
freshment ; talking, laughing, dancing and sleep- 
ing. Every chief had a fan hanging to his side, 
made of feathers of the wild turkey, the beautiful 
pink-colored crane, or the scarlet flamingo-. With 
this he would sit and fan himself with great state- 
liness, whib the young people danced before him. 
The women joined in the dances with the men, 
excepting the war-dances. They wore strings of 
tortoise-shells and pebbles round their legs, which 
rattled in cadence to the music. They were 
treated with more attention among the Seminoles 
than among most Indian tribes. 



ORIGIN OF'THE - 
'WHITE, THE RED, AND 
■ THE BLACK MEN. 

A Seminole Tradition. 

When the Floridas were erected into a territory 
of the United States, one of the earliest cares of 
the. Governor, William P, Duval, v^as directed to 
, the instruction and. civilization of the natives. 
For this purpose he balled a meeting of the chkls, 
: in which he informed them of the wish of their 
:Great Father at Washington that they shoi.uld 
have schools and teachers among them, and that 
their children should be instructed like the chil- 
dren of white men. The chiefs listened with their 
customary silence and decorum to a long speech, 
setting forth the advantages that would accrue to 
them from this measure, and when he had con- 
cluded, begged the interval of a day to deliberate 
on it. 

On the following day a solemn convocation was 
held, at which one of the chiefs addressed the 
governor in the name of all the rest. ** My 
brother," said he, "we have been thinking over 
the proposition of our Great Father at Washing- 
ton, to send teachers and set up schools among 
us. We are very thankful for the interest he 
takes in our welfare ; but after much delibera- 
tion, have concluded to decline his offer. What 
will do very well tor white men, will not do for 
red men. I know you white men say we all come 
from the same father and mother, but you are 
mistaken. We have a tradition handed down 
from our forefathers, and we believe it, that the 
Great Spirit when be undertook to make men, 
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had naf given him any : noi* was he to make rum 
and whiskey, lest he should kill himself with 
drinking. As to the black man, as he had noth- 
ing but working tools, it was clear he was to 
work for the white and red man, which he has 
continued to do. 

*' We must go according to the wishes of the 
Great Spirit, or we shall get into trouble. To 
know how to read and write is very good for 
white men, but very bad tor red men. It makes ' 
white rnen better, but red men. worse. Some of 
the-Creelcs and Gherokees learned to read and 
write, and they are the greatest rascals among all 
the Indians. They went on to Washington, and 
said they were going to see their Great Father, to 
talk about the good of the nation. And when they 
got there, they all wrote upon a little piece of 
paper, without the nation at home knowing any- 
thing about it. And the first thing the nation at 
home knew of the matter, they were called 
together by the Indian agent, who showed them 
a little piece of paper, which he told them was a 
treaty, which their brethren had made in their 
name, with their Great Father at Washington. 
And as they knew not what a treaty was, he held 
up the little piece of paper, and they looked under 
it, and lo ! it covered a great extent of country, 
and they found that their brethren, by knowing 
how to read and write, had sold their nouses and 
their lands and the graves of their fathers ; and 
that the white man, by knowing how to read and 
write, had gained them. Tell our Great Father 
at Washington, therefore, that we are very sorry 
we cannot receive teachers among us ; for reading 
and writing, though very good tor white men, is 
very bad for the Indians." 



THE CONSPIRACY. OF 
NEAMATULA, \i' 

An Authentic Sketch. 



In the autumn of 1823, Governor Duval, iatnd 
other commissioners on the part of the United 
States, concluded a treaty with the chiefs and 
warriors of the Florida Indians, by which the lat- 
ter, for certain considerations, ceded all claims tO 
the whole territory, excepting a district in the 
eastern part, to which they were to remove, ahd 
within which they were to reside for twenty ye^rs. 
Several of the chiefs signed the treaty with great 
reluctance ; . but none opposed it more strbngly 
that Neamathla, principal chief of the Mlckisi- 
sookies, a fierce and warlike people, many of the 
Creeks by origin, who lived about the Mickasookie 
lake. Neamathla had always been active in those 
depredations on the frontiers of Georgia which 
had brought vengeance and ruin on the Semi- 
noles. He was a remarkable man ; upward trf 
sixty years of age, about six feet high, with a fine 
eye, and a strongly marked countenance; over 
which he possessed great command. His hatred 
of the white men appeared to be mixed with con- 
tempt : on the common people he looked down 
with infinite scorn. He seemed unwilling to ac* 
knowledge any superiority of rank or dignity in 
Governor Duval, claiming to associate with nim 
on terms of equality, as two great chieftains. 
Though he had been prevailed upon to sign the 
treaty, his heart revolted at it. In one of his frank 
conversations with Governor Duval, he observed : 
V This country belongs to the red man ; and if i 
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had the numbeViif warriors at myxJommand that 
this nation once had, I would not leave a white 
man on my lands. I would exterminate the whole. 
I can say this to you, for yoii can understand me : 
you are a man ; but I would not say it to your 
people. They'd cry out I was .a savage, and 
would take my life. They cannot appreciate the 
ieelings of a man that loves his country." 

> As Florida had but recently been erected into 
a territory, everything as yet was in rude and sim* 
pie style. The governor, to make himself ac- 
quainted with the Indians, and to be near at hand 
to keep an eye upon them, fixed his residence at 
Tallahassee, near the Fowel towns, iiihabited by 
the Mickasookies. His governmeat palace for a 
time was a mere log house, and he lived on hunt- 
ers* fare. The village of Neamalhla was but 
about three miles off, and thither the governor 
occasionally rode, to visit the old chieftain. In 
one of these visits he found Neamathla seated in 
lii§, wigwam, in the centre of the village, sur- 
rounded by his warriors. The governor had 
brought him some liquor, as a present, but it 
mounted quickly into his brain, ana rendered him 
quite boastful and belligerent. The theme ever 
uppermost in his mind, was the treaty with the 
ivhites. , ** It was true," he said, *' the red men 
had made such a treaty, but the white men had 
not acted up to it, The red men had received 
noi>e.of the money and the cattle that had been 
promised them : the treaty, therefore, was at an 
end, arid they did not mean^to be bound by it." 
■ Governor Duval calmly represented to him that 
the time appointed in the treaty lor the payment 
^nd delivery of the money and the cattle had not 
yet arriyecf. This the old chieftain knew full 
well, but he chose, lor the moment, to pretend 
ignorance. He kept on drinking and talking, his 
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voice growing louder and louder, until it resound* 
ed all over tne village. He held in his hand a 
long knife, with which he had been rasping to- 
bacco ; this he kept flourishing backward and 
forward, as he talked, by way or giving effect to 
his words, brandishing it at times within an inch 
of the governor's throat. He concluded his tirade 
by repeating, that the country belonged to the 
red men, and that sooner than give it up, his 
bones and the bones of his people should bleach 
upon its soil.' 

Duval saw that the object of all this bluster was 
to see whether he could be intimidated, He kept 
his eye, therefore, fixed steadily on the chief, and 
the moment he concluded with his menace, seized 
him by the bosom of hunting shirt, and clinching 
his other fist : 

•* I've heard what you have said," replied he. 
** You have made a treaty, yet as you say your 
bones shall bleach before you comply with it. As 
sure as there is a sun in heaven, your bones s^a/i 
bleach, if you do not fulfil every article of that 
treaty ! I'll let you know that I ara^^rj/here, 
and will see that you do your duty !" 

Upon this, the old chieitain threw himself back, 
burst into a fit of laughing, and declared that all 
he had said was in joke. The governor suspect- 
ed, however, that there was a grave meaning at 
the bottom of this jocularity. 

For two months, everythmg went on smoothly : 
the Indians repaired daily to the log-cabin palace 
of the governor, at Tallahassee, and appeared 
perfeoty contented. All at once they ceased their 
visits, and for three or four days not one was to 
be seen. Governor Duval began to apprehend 
that some mischief was brewing. On the evening 
of the fourth day a chief named Yellow-Hair, a 
resolute, intelligent fellow, who had always 
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evinced an attachment for the governor, entered 
his caWn abaut twelve o'clock at night, and in- 
tormtid him that between iour and five hundred 
warriors, painted and decorated, were assembled 
to hokkl a secret war^talk at Neamathla's town. 
He had flipped off to give intelligence, at the 
risk of his life, and hastened back lest his absence 
should be discovered. 

Governor Duval passed an anxious night after 
this intelligence. He knew the talent and the 
daring character of Neamathla ; he recollected 
the threats he had thrown out ; he reflected that 
about eighty white families were scattered widely 
apart, over a great extent of country, and might 
be swept away at once, should the Indians, as he 
feared, determine to clear the country. That he 
did not exaggerate the dangers of the case, has 
been proved by the horrid scenes of Indian war- 
fare that have since desolated that devoted region. 
After a night of sleepless cogitation, Duval deter- 
mined on a measure suited to his prompt and 
resolute character. Knowing the admiration of 
the savages for personal courage, he determined, 
by a sudden surprise, to endeavor to overawe and 
cneck thera. It was hazarding much ; but where 
so many lives were in jeopardy, he felt bound to 
incur the hazard. 

Accordingly, on the next morning, he set off on 
horseback, attended merely by a white man, who 
had been reared among the Seminoles, and un- 
derstood their language and manners, and who 
acted as interpreter. They struck into an Indian 
** trail," leading to Neamathla's village. After 
proceeding about half a mile, Governor Duval in- 
formed the interpreter of the object of his expedi- 
tion. The latter, though a bold man, pausecl and 
remonstrated. The Indians among whom they 
were goings were among the most desperate and 
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' Governor Duval entered by one of the corner 
intervals, and rode boldly into the centre of the 
square. The young men made way for him ; an 
old man who was speaking, paused in the midst 
of his harangue. In an instant thirty or forty 
rifles were cocked and levelled. Never had Duval 
heard so loud a click of triggers . it seemed to 
strike on his heart. He gave one glance at the 
Indians, and turned off with an air of contempt. 
He did not dare, he saj^s, to look again, lest it 
might affect his nerves ; and on the firmness of 
his nerves everything depended. 

The chief threw up his arm. The rifles were 
lowered. Duval breathed more freely : he felt 
disposed to leap from his horse, but restrained 
himself, and dismounted leisurely. He then 
walked deliberately up to Neamathla, and de- 
manded, in an authoritative tone, what were hid 
motives for holding that council. The moment 
he made this demand, the orator sat down. The 
chief made no reply, but hung his head in appar- 
ent confusion. After a moment's pause, Duval 
proceeded : 

** I am well aware of the meaning of this war- 
council ; and deem it my duty to warn you 
against proscuting the schemes you have been de- 
vising, II a single hair of a white man in this 
country falls to the ground, I will hang you and 
your chiefs on the trees around your council 
nouse ! You cannot pretend to withstand the 
power of the while men. You are in the palm of 
the hand of your Great Father at Washington, 
who can crush you like an egg-shell. You may 
kill me : I am but one man ; but recollect, white 
men are numerous as the leaves on the trees. 
Remember the fate of your warriors whose bones 
are whitening in battle-fields. Remember your 
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wives and children who pferished in swamps. Do 
you want to provoice more hostilities ? Another 
war with the white men, and there will not be ^ 
Seminole left to teH the story of his race." 

Seeing the effect of his words, he condtided by 
appointing a day for the Indians to meet him at 
St. Marks, and ^ive an account of their conduct. 
He then rode oft, without giving them time to re* 
cover from their surprise. That night he rode 
forty miles to Apalacnicola River, to this tribe b«f 
the same name, who were in feud with the Semi- 
noles. They promptly put two hundred and fifty- 
warriors at nis disposal, whom he ordered to be 
at St. Marks at the appointed day. He sent out 
runners, also, and mustered one hundred of the 
militia to repair to the same place, together with 
a number oi regulars from the army. All his ar- 
rangements were successful. 

Having taken these measures, he 'returned to 
Tallahassee, to the neighborhood ot the conspira- 
tors, to show them that he was not afraid. Here 
he ascertained, through Yellow-Hair, that nine 
towns were disaffected, and had been concerned 
in the conspiracy. He was careful to ii^torm him- 
self, from the same source, of the n^ames of thee 
warriors in each of those towns who were most 
popular, though poor, and destitute of rank and 
command. 

When the appointed day was at hand for the 
meeting at St, Maries, Governor Duval set off 
with Neamathla, who was at the head ot eight or 
nine hundred warriors, but who feared to venture 
into the fort without him. As they entered the 
tort, and saw troops and militia drawn up there, 
and a force of Apalachicola soldiers stationed on 
the opposite bank of the river, they thought they 
were betrayed, and were about to fly ; but Duval 
assured them they were safe, and tnat when the 
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talk was over, they might go home unmolested. 

A grand talk was now neld, in which the late 
conspiracy was discussed. As he had foreseen, 
Neamathla and the other old chiefs threw all the 
blame upon the young men. ** Well," replied 
Duval, " with us white men, when we find a man 
incompetent to govern those under him, we put 
him down, and appoint another in his place. 
-Now as you all acknowledge you cannot manage 
your young men, we must put chiefs over them 
who can." 

So saying, he deposed Neamathla first ; ap- 
pointing another in his place ; and so on with all 
the rest ; taking care to substitute the warriors 
who had been pointed out to him as poor and 
popular ; putting medals round their necks, and 
m vesting them with great c'eremony. The In- 
dians were surprised and delighted at finding the 
appointments fall upon the very men they would 
themselves have chosen, and nailed them with 
acclamations. The warriors thus unexpectedly 
elevated to command, and clothed with dignity, 
were secured to the interests oi the governor, and 
sure to keep an eye on the disaffected. As to the 
great chief Neamathla, he left the country in dis-. 
gust, and returned to the Creek nation, who 
elected him a chief of one of their towns. Thus 
by the resolute spirit and prompt sagacity of one 
man, a dangerous* conspiracy was completely de« 
feated. Governor Duval was afterward enabled 
to remove the whole nation, through his own per- 
sonal influence, without the aid of the general 
government. 



LETTER from GRANADA. 



To the Editor of the Knickerbocker. 

Sir : The following letter was scribbled to a 
friend during* my sojourn in the Alhambra, in 
1828. As it presents scenes and impressions 
noted down at the time, I venture to offer it for 
the consideration of your readers. Should it prove 
acceptable, I may from time to time give other 
letters, written in the course of my various ram- 
blings, and which have been kindly restored to me 
by my friends. Yours, G. C. 

Granada, 1828. 

My Dear : Religious festivals furnish, in all 

Catholic countries, occasions of popular pageant 
and recreation ; but in none more so than in Spain, 
where the great end of religion seems to be to 
create holidays and ceremonials. For two days 
past, Granada has been in a gay turmoil with the 
great annual f^te of Corpus Cnristi. This most 
eventful and romantic city, as you well know, has 
every been the rallying point of a mountainous 
region, studded with small towns and villages, 
Hither, during the time that Granada was the. 
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splendid capital of a Moorish kingdom, the Mos- 
lem youth repaired from all points, to participate 
in chivalrous festivities ; and hither the Spanish 
populace at the present day throng from all parts 
of the surrounding country to attend the festivals 
of the church. 

As the populace like to enjoy things from the 
very commencement, the stir of Corpus Christi 
began in Granada on the preceding evening. Be- 
fore dkrk the gates of the city were thronged. with 
the picturesque peasantry from the mountain vil- 
lages, and the brown laborers from the Vega, or 
vast fertile plain. As the evening advanced, the 
Vivarambla thickened and swarmed with a mot- 
ley multitude. This is the great square in the 
centre of the city, famous for tilts and tourneys 
during the times of Moorish domination, and in- 
cessantly mentioned in all the old Moorish bal- 
lads of love and chivalry. For several days the 
hammer had resounded throughout this square. 
A gallery of wood had been erected all round it, 
forming a covered way for the grand procession 
of Corpus Christi. On this eve of the ceremonial 
this gallery was a fashionable promenade. It was 
brilliantly illuminated, bands of music were sta- 
tioned in balconies on the four sides of the square, 
and all the fashion and beauty of Granada, and 
all its population that could boast a little tinery 
of apparel, together with the majos and majas, 
the beaux and belles of the villages, in their gay 
Andalusian costumes, thronged this covered 
walk, anxious to see and to be seen. As to the 
sturdy peasantry of the Vega, and such of the 
mountaineers as did not pretend to display, but 
were content with hearty enjoyment, they swarm- 
ed in the centre of the square ; some in groups 
listening to the guitar and the traditional ballad ; 
some dancing their favorite bolero ; some seated 
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on the ground makine a merry though frugal 
so pper ; and sortie stretched out for therr hijght's 
repose. 

The gay crowd of the gallery dispersed gradu- 
ally toward midnight ; but the centre of the square 
resembled the bivouac of an army ; for hundreds 
of the peasantry, men, women, and children, pass- 
ed the night there, sleeping soundly on* thBl)are 
earth, under the open canopy orh^aVen. A 
summer's night requires no shelter In this genial 
climate ; ana with a great part of the hardy peas- 
antry of Spain, a bed is a superfluity which many 
of them never enjoy, and which they affect to de- 
spise. The common Spaniard spreads o^t his 
manta, or mule-cloth, or \vraps nimsetf in his 
cloak, and lies on the ground, with his saddle for 
a, pillow. 

The next morning I revisiteil the square at sori- 
rise. It was still strewed with groaps of sleep- 
ers ; some were reposing from the dance and revel 
of the evening ; others had lett their villages after 
work, on the preceding day, and having trudged 
on foot the greater part of the night, were takrng 
a sound sleep to freshen them for the festivities of 
the day. Numbers from the mountains, and tHe 
remote villages of the plain, who had setotit in 
the night, continued to arrive, with their wives 
and children. All were in high spirits ; greeting 
each other, and exchanging jokes and pleasant- 
ries. The gay tumult thickened as the day ad- 
vanced. Now came pouring in at' the city gates, 
and parading through the streets, the deputations 
from the various villages, destined to swell the 
grand procession. These village deputations 
were headed by their priests, bearing their re- 
spective crosses and banners, and images of the 
Blessed Virgin and of patron saints ; all which 
were matters of great rivalship and iealousy 
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among the peasantry. It was like the chivalrotis 
gatherings of ancient dayS, when each town and 
yilUge sent its chiefs, and warriors, and stand- 
ards; to defend the capital, or grace its festivi- 
lies. , ' 

At length, all these yarious detachn^ients con- 
. ^regaled into one grand pageant, which slowly 
paraded roiind the Vivarambla, and through the 
principal streets, where every window and bal- 
cony was hung with tapestry. In this procession 
wece iall the religious orders, the civil and mili- 
tary authorities, and the ghief people of the par- 
ishes and villages ; every church and convent 
had contributed its banners, its images, its rel- 
i^ues, and poured forth its wealthy for the occa- 
sion. In the centre of the procession walked the 
archbishop, under a damask canopy, and sur- 
rounded by inferior dignitaries and their depend- 
, ants. The whole moved "to the swell and cadence 
of numerous bands of music, and, passing through 
the midst of a countless yet silent multitude, pro- 
ceeded onward to the cathedral. 

I could riot but be struck with the changes of 
times and customs, as T saw this monkish pageant 
passing through the Vivarambla, the ancient seat 
of modern pomp and chivalr)\ The contrast was 
indeed forced upon the mind by the decorations 
of the square. The 'w^hole front of the wooden 
gallery erected for the procession, extending sey- 
eral hundred feet, was faced with canvas, on 
which some humble though patriotic artist had 
painted, by contract, a series of the principal 
scenes and exploits of the conquest, as recorded 
in chronicle and romance. It is thus the romantic 
legends of Granada mingle themselves with 
everything, and are kept fresh in the public mind. 
Another great festival at Grenada, answering in 
its popular character to our Fourth of July, is El 
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Dia de la Toma; ** The day of the Capture ;" 
that is to say, the anniversary of the capture of 
the city by Ferdinand and Isabella. On this day 
all Granada is abandoned to revelry. The aTatm- 
bell on the Terre de la Campana, or watch-tower 
of the Alhambra, keeps up a clatigor from mbm 
till night ; and happy is the damsel that can ring 
that bell ; it is a charm to secuj-e a husband in 
the course of the year. 

The sound, which can be heard over the whole 
Vega, and to the top of the mountains, 'summons 
the peasantry to the festivities. Thtoughout the 
day the Alhambra is thrown open to the public. 
The halls and courts of the Moorish monarchs 
resound with the guitar and castahet, and gay 
groups, in the fanciful dresses of Andalusia, per- 
form those popular dances which they have iii-. 
herited from the Moors. 

In the meantime a grand procession moves 
through the city. The banner of Ferdinand and 
Isabella, that precious relique of the conquest, is 
brought forth from its depository, and borne by 
the Allerez Mayor, or grand standard-beafer, 
through the principal streets. The portable 
camp-altar, which was carried about with them 
in all their campaigns, is transported into the 
chapel royal, and placed before their sepulchre, 
where their effigies lie in monumental marble. 
The procession fills the chapel. High mass is 
performed in memory of the conquest ; and at a 
certain part of the ceremony the Alferez Mayor 
puts on his hat, and waves the standard above 
the tomb of the conquerors. 

A more whimsical memorial of the conquest 
is exhibited on the same evening at the theatre, 
where a popular drama is performed, entitled Ave 
Maria, This turns on the oft-sung achievement 
of Hernando del Pulgar, surnamed El de las 
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Hazaflas^ " He of the Exploits," the favorite hero 
of the populace of Granada. 

During the time that Ferdinand and Isabella 
besieged the city, the young Moorish and Spanish 
Itnights vied with each other in extravagant bra- 
vados. On one occasion Hernando del Pulgar, 
at the head of a handful of youthful followers, 
made a dash into Granada at the dead of night, 
nailed the inscription of Ave Maria, with his dag- 
ger, to the gate of the principal mosque^ as a to- 
ken of having consecrated it to the Virgin, and 
effected his retreat in safety. 

While the Moorish cavaliers admired this dar- 
ing exploit, they felt bound to revenge it. On the 
ioflowing day, therefore, Tarfe, one of the stout- 
est of the infidel warriors, paraded in front of the 
Christian army, dragging tne sacred inscription of 
Ave Maria at his horse's tail. The cause of the 
Virgin was eagerly vindicated by Garcilaso de la 
Vega, who slew tne Moor in single combat, and 
elevated the inscription of Ave Maria, in devotion 
and triumph, at the end of his lance. 

The drama founded on this exploit is prodig- 
iously popular with the common people. Al- 
though it has bqen acted time out of mind, and 
the people have seen it repeatedly, it never fails to 
draw crowds, and so completely to engross the 
feelings of the audience, as to have almost the ef- 
fect on theni of reality* When their favorite Pul- 
gar strides about witn many a mouthy speech, in 
the very midst of the Moorish capital, he is 
cheered with enthusiastic bravos ; and when he 
nails the tablet of Ave Maria to the door of the 
mosque, the theatre absolutely shakes with shouts 
and thunders of applause. On the other hand, the 
actors who play the part of the Moors, have to 
bear the brunt of the temporar}' indignation of 
their auditors ; and when the infidel Tarfe plucks 
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lives are led in chains, to the infinite delight and 
edific^Iion otf .^ iiie fiopH:lac& These anaual festi- 
.Yais. are the delight olthe villagerst, who expend 
cohnderabie sctms in their celebration. In some 
villages they are occasionally obliged to suspend 
::tbem (or* want of funds; but when times grow 
r^betterv or they. Mve bee^ enabled to save money 
dEor the purpose, they are revived with all their 
grotesque pomp and extravagance. 
• To recur to tne exploitof Hernando del Pulgax. 
? However extnavagant and fabulous it may seem, 
it is authentioated by certain traditional usag^, 
and shows the vainglorious daring thiat prevailed 
between the yquthlul warrioors of both nations, in 
that rmnantic war. The mosque thus- conse- 
crated to the Virginias made the cathedral of 
rthe city alter the conquest ; and there is a painting 
:of. the Virgin; beside the royal chapel* which was 
put.there by Hernando del Pulgar. 'The lineal 
.' representative of the hare-brained cavalier has the 
.right to this day to enter the church, on certain 
occasions, on horseback, to sit within the choir, 
.and to put on his hat at the elevation of the host, 
.though these privileges have often been obsti- 
inatcly contested by the clergy. 

The present lineal representative of Hernando 
del Pulgar is the Marquis de Salar, whom I have 
:met occasionally in society. He is a young man 
jot agreeable appearance and manners, and his 
bright black eyes would givQ indication of his in- 
-hcriting the fire. of his ancestor. When the paint- 
ings were pui up in the Vivarambla, illustrating the 
scenes, of the conquest, an old gray-headed family 
.sf rvantof the Pulgars was so delighted with those 
iwhich. related to the family hero, that he abso- 
-utely shed tears, and hurryin? home to the Mar- 
quis, urged him to hasten and behold the family 
.trophies. The sudden zeal of the old man pro- 
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voked the mirth of his young master ; upon which, 
turning to the brother of the Marquis, with that 
freedom allowed to family servants in Spain, 
'* Come, Sefior,** cried he, ** you are more grave 
and considerate than your brother ; come and 
see your ancestor in all hfs glory !** 



Within two of three yeaVs alter tfe jibove letter 
was written, the Marquis de Salar was married 
to the beautiful daughter of the Count , men- 
tioned by th^ author in his a«»eqdQte5pf,tlie,Al'» 
hambra. The match was very agreable to all 
parties, and the nuptials were celebrated with 
great festivity. 



ABDERAHMAN: : 

Founder of the Dynasty of the Ommiades in 

Spain. 

To the Editor of the Knickerbocker, 

Sir : In the following' memoir I have conform- 
ed to the facts furnished by the Arabian chroni- 
clers, as cited by the learned Conde. The story 
of Abderahman has almost the charm of romance ; 
but it derives a higher interest from the heroic 
yet gentle virtues which it illustrates, and from 
recordmg the fortunes of the founder of that 
splendid dynasty, which shed such a lustre upon 
Spain during the domination of the Arabs. Ab- 
derahman may, in some respects, be compared to 
our own Washington. He achieved the inde- 
pendence of Moslem Spain, freeing it from sub- 
jection to the caliphs ; he united its jarring parts 
under one government ; he ruled over it with jus- 
tice, clemency, and moderation ; his whole course 
of conduct was distinguished by wonderful for- 
bearance and magnanimity ; and when he died 
he left a legacy of good example and good coun- 
sel to his successors. G. C. 
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•• Blessed be God !" exclaims an Arabian Fis^ 
torian ; ** in His hands alone is' the destiny ol 
princes. He overthrows the mig'hly, and hum* 
ties the hauffhty to the dust ; andlie raises up 
the persecuted and afflicted from the verj' depths 
of despair !** 

The illustrious house of Onleya had swayed th'fc 
sceptre at Damascus for nearly a qeritury, when a 
rebellion broke out, headed by Aboul Abbas 
Safah, who aspired to the throne of the caliphs, as 
being descended from Abbas, the, uncle of the 
prophet. The rebellion was successful. Marvau, 
the last caliph ol the house of Omeya, was defeat- 
ed and slain. A general proscription of the Oiif- 
miades took place. Many of them fell in biattle ; 
many were treacherously slain, in places where 
they had taken refuge ; above seventy most noble 
and distinguished were murdered at a ba'nquet to 
which they had been invited, and their dead bod- 
ies covered with cloths, and made to serve as ta- 
bles for the horrible festivity. Others were driveh 
forth, forlorn and desolate wanderers in various 
parts of the earth, and pursued with relentless 
natred ; for it was the determination ot the usurp- 
er that not one of the persecufcd family should 
escape. Aboul Abbas took possession of three 
stately palaces, and delicious gardens, and found- 
ed the powerful dynasty of the Abbasstdes. 
which, for several centuries, maintained dominion 
in the east 

•* Blessed be God !" again exclaims the Ara- 
bian historian ; ** it was written in His eternal 
decrees that, notwithstanding the fury of the Ai> 
bassides, the noble stock of Omeya should notbe 
ijestroyed. One fruitful branch remained to flour- 
ish with glory and greatness in another land*" 

When the sanguinary proscription Of tfeeOfn- 
miades took place, two young princes of that line, 
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brothers, by the names of SoTyitian ind Abderaft^- 
man cWcra ^paje^, for a time.. Their personal 
grapes». jYobje denleanor; and'AVinning a^bility, 
had. made theiri many friends, while their extrcrtitf 
ydviXh rendered them objects of Ijut littJe dread toi 
jibe usurper. Their safety, however, was but 
ti-arisieiit/ Iii a little while the suspicions of 
AbouL, Abbas were aroused. The unfortunate 
jSolyman fell, benearth the scimitar of the execu- 
tioner. His brqther Abderahman was warned of 
his danger in time. Several of his friends hasten* 
ed to him, bringing him jewels, a disguise, and a 
•fteet horse. . '* The emissaries of the caliph, ** said 
they, : ** are in search of thee ; thy brother Kes Weir 
tering iii his blood ; fly to the desert I There \k 
no safety ior thee in the habitations of man P' 

Abderahman took the jewels, clad himself ift 
the disguise* and mounting his steed, fled for hfi 
life. As he passed, a lonely fugitive; by the pat- 
aces of his ancestors, in which his family had 
long held sway, their very walls seemed disposed 
to betray hin>, as they ecfioed the swift clattering 
of his steed. 

Abandoning his native country, Syria, where he 
was liable at each moment to be recognized and 
i taken, he took refuge among the Bedouin Arabs, 
. a half-savage race of shepherds. His youth, his 
inborn majesty and grace, and the sweetness and 
affability that shone forth in his azure eyes, won 
the hearts of these wandering men. He was but 
twenty years of age, and had been reared in the 
soft loxurv of a palace ; but he was tall and vig- 
orous, and in a little while hardened himself so 
completely to the rustic life oi the fields that it 
seemed as though he had passed all his days in 
the rude simplicity of a shepherd's cabin. 

'His enemies, however, were upon his traces, 
add gave him but little rest. By day he scoured 
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the plain with the Bedouins, hearing in every blast 
the sound of pursuit, and fancying in every dis- 
tant cloud of dust a troop of the caliph's horse- 
men. His night was passed in broken sleep arid 
frequent watchings, and at the earliest dawn he 
was the first to put the bridle to his steed. 

Wearied by these perpetual alarms, he bade 
farewell to his friendly Bedouins, and leaving 
Egypt behind, sought a safer reluge in Western 
Alrica. The province of Barea was at that time 
governed by A ben Habib, who had risen to rank 
and fortune under the fostering favor of the Om- 
miades. ** Surely," thought the unhappy prince, 
"I shall receive kindness and protection from, 
this man ; he will rejoice to show his gratitude 
tor the benefits showered upon by my kindred,*' . 

Abderahman was young, and as yet knew little 
of mankind. None are so hostile to the victim of 
power as those whom he has befriended. They 
fear being suspected of gratitude by his persecu- 
tors, and involved in his misfortunes. . 

The unfortunate Abderahman had halted for. a 
few days to repose himself among a horde of 
Bedouins, who had received him with their char- 
acteristic hospitality. They would gather round 
him in the evenings, to listen to his conversation* 
regarding with wonder this gently-spoken stranger 
from the more refined country or Egypt, The old 
men marvelled to find so much knowledge and 
wisdom in such early youth, and the young nien, 
won by his frank and manly carriage, entreated 
him to remain among them. 

One night, when all were buried in sleep, they 
were roused by the tramp of horsemen. The 
Wall Aben Habib, who, like all the governors of 
distant ports, had received orders from the caliph 
to be on the watch for the fugitirt prince, had 
heard that a 3'oung man, answering the descrij)- 
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tion, had entered the province; alone, from the 
frontiers of Egypt, on a steed worn do>yn by 
travel. . He had immediately sent forth horsemen 
iii his pursuit, with orders to bring him to him 
dead or alive. The emissaries af the Wali had 
traced him to his resting-pjace, and demanded of 
the Arabs whether a young man, a stranger from 
Syria, did not sojourn among their tribe. The 
Bedouins kne^y by the description that the stranger 
must be their guest, and feared some evil was in- 
tended him. *'Such a youth," said they, " has- 
indeed sojourned among us ; but he has gone, 
with some of our young men, to a distant valley, 
to hunt the lion.' The emissaries inquired the 
way. to the place, and hastened on to surprise 
their expected prey. 

The. Bedouins repaired to. Abderahman, who . 
was still sleeping. " If thou hast aught to fear 
from man in power," said they, *' arise and fly ; 
for the horsemen of the Wali are in quest of thee 1 
We have sent ihem off for a time on a wrong er- 
rand, but they will soon return." 

"Alas! whither shall I fly !" cried the un- 
happy prince ; ** my enemies hunt me like the 
ostrich of the desert. They follow me like the 
vdnd, and allow me neither safety nor repose I' ' 

Six of the bravest youths of the tribe stepped 
forward. ** We have steeds," said they, "that 
can outstrip the wind, and hands that can. hurl 
the javelin. We will accompany thee in thy 
flight, and will fight by thy side while life lasts, • 
and we have weapons to wield." 

Abderah man embraced them with t6ars of grat- 
itude. They mounted their steeds, and made for 
the most lonely parts of the desert. By the faint 
light of the stars, they passed through dreary 
wastes, arid over hills of sand. The lion roared, 
and the hyena howled unheeded, for they fled 
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from man, more cruel and relentless^ <ir«4ien: in 
pursuit of blood, than the sa^agt blasts c^^tfaie 
desert. " . • r ■'••- ' '- r .j-. -i: i:::: :o i'i^zl 

At sunrise they paused to refresh themselves 
beside a scantv welvsurrmirided byria^fewr jftaTm- 
trees. One Or the youngf Arabs' climbed it' tre^; 
and looked in every direction, but not a iiorseman 
was to be seen.. "' .: ' i ::^ 

■ ** We have outstripped pursuit^''* said the-Boi* 
ouins ; ** whither shall \ve oondtict thee ? Where 
is thy home and the land of thy people ?*' ' 

'* Home have I none!'' replied ; A bderahman; 
mournfully, nor famiiyv ivor kindrad I My naOve 
land is to me a land of destruetionrandlny peopiei 
seek my life !' '* "; '^ -■ '.:•'-;•'• > '^:y : .-'" 

' The hearts of the yonthful Bed<i>uin^ ^were 
touched with compassion at these word8,^.aiMj 
they marvelled that one so 5'ouiTg and gentle 
should have suffered such great' sorrow -and per- 
secution. , ' - •: ' ; 

Abderahman sat by the well, and mused for a. 
time. At length, breaking silence, '* hi thie^iiiidst 
of Mauritania,'* said he, ** dwellsthe tribe of Ze- 
neta. My mother was of that trib^ ; andperhaps 
when her son presents himself, a -persectifed 
wanderer, at dieir door, they wU not turn htm 
from the threshold/' " ' j' 

-* The ZenetesT,'- replied tire Bedouins;: ^?are 
among the bravest and mttst hospitable 6i the 
people of Africa. Nei-serdid the unlortunate se^ 
refuge amtong them in vain, nor was the stringier 
repulsed from their door." So th^ motmted 
their steeds with renewed spirits, and journeyefi 
with all speed to Tahart, the capital of the Zenetes. 

When Abderahman entered the place, followed 
by his six rustic Arabs, all virayworn anditrftvei- 
stain^dvhis noble and majestic demeanor shon^ 
through the simple garb of a. Bedoiiin;. : A crowd 



gathered around, him. i as . be alighted irorot hi$ 
^eaty steed;. C»nfidin:g;in. the well knowa eharf 
acter of the tribe, he no longer attempted con* 
cealment^ ;.-r >;- ..' ''' ' - -i ':--■ 

**Yottlbeho)d, before you, .** said he, ** one of 
the « proscribed hduse . of Omeya* I am that Ab* 
derakman upon .whose bead a price has beeidi set, 
and who has been driven from land to land* I 
OMtte fe> you asirojr kindred. My mother was of 
yoiirtHbe, arid she told me with^her dyings breath 
that in all time of need I would find a; home ai^ 
friends amoiig the Zenetes.!' ■ i ; 

5 The W(5rd$ of Abderahman wentstrai^lto the 
bfe?irfcs:orf I ^S' hearers. They pitied his. youth and 
his great misfortunes, while they were changed 
by 1ms frajakaess, artd;;by the manly graces of his 
ipcrspa. . The tribe was of a bold aSwl generous 
spirit, and not to be awed by the frown of power. 
**Evii be /Upon, us and upon our children,'* said 
they, ** if we deceive the trust thou hast placed in 
us!" 

Then one ol the noblest Xeques took Abderah- 
man to his house, and treated him as his own 
arhild ; and the principal people of the tribe strove 
who most should cherish him, and do him honor ; 
endeavoring to. obliterate by their kindness the 
recollection of his past misfortunes- 

Abderahmati had resided some time among 
dhe .bospitable Zenetes, when one day two stran- 
gers; ol, venerable appearance, attended by a 
small retinue, arrived at Tahart. They gave 
themselves out as merchants, and from the sim- 
ple style in which they travelled, excited no at- 
tention. In a little while they sought out Abder- 
ahman, and, taking him apart: ** Hearken,'* 
said, they, ** Abderah man, of the royal line of 
Omeya ; we are ambassadors sent on the part of 
the priftcipat .Moslems of Spain, to offer thee, not 
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merely an asylum, for that thou hast alrea^ 
among these brave Zenetes,' but an empire ! 
Spain is a prey to distracting factions, andean 
no longer exist as a dcpendance upon a throne to<> 
remote to watch over its welfare. It needs to be 
independent of Asia and Africa, and to be under 
the government of a good prince, who shall re- 
side within it, and devote himself entirely to its 
prosperity ; a prince with sufficient title to frilence 
all rival claims, and bring the warring parties into 
unity and peace ; and at the same time with 
sufficient ability and virtue to insure the welfare 
of his dominions. For this purpose the.eyes of 
all the honorable leaders in Spain have be^ 
turned to thee, as a descendant of the royal line 
of Omeya, and an offset from the same stock as 
our holy prophet. They have heard of thy vir- 
tues, and of thy admirable constancy under mis- 
fortunes ; and invite thee to accept the sovereign-^ 
ty of one of the noblest countries in the world. 
Thou wilt have some difficulties lo encounter from 
hostile men; but thou wilt have on thy side the 
bravest captains that have signalized themselves 
in the conquest of the unbelievers.** 

The ambassadors ceased, and Abderahman re- 
mained for a time lost in wonder and admiration. 
**God is great!** exclaimed he, at length ; 
** there is but one God, who is God, and Mahom- 
et is his prophet ! Illustrious ambassadors, you 
have put new life into my soul, for you have 
shown me something to live for. In the few years 
that I have lived, troubles and sorrows have been 
heaped upon my head, and I have become inured 
to hardships and alarms. Since it is the w\sh of 
the valiant Moslems of Spain, I am willing to ber 
come their leader and defender, and devote my- 
self to their cause, be it happy or disastrous.'* 

The ambassadors now cautioned him to be si- 
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lent as to their errand, and to depart secretly for 
Spain. "The sea-board oi Africa," said they, 
** swarms with your enemies, and a powerful fac- 
tion in Spain would intercept you on landing^, did 
they know your name and rank, and the object 
of your commg^." 

Btit Abderahman replied ; ** I have been cher- 
ished in adversary by these brave Zenetes ; I have 
been protected and honored by them, when a price 
was set upon my head, anci to harbor me was' 
great peril. How can I keep my good fortune ' 
from my benefactors, and desert their hospitable 
roofs in silence ? jHe is unworthy of friendship, 
who withholds confidence from his friend." 

Charmed with the generosity of his feelings, the 
am4)assadors made no opposition to his wishes. 
The^ Zenetes proved themse;lves worthy of his con- 
fidence. They hailed with joy the great change 
in his fortunes: The warriors and the young men 
pressed forward to follow, and aid them with 
horse and weapon ; "for the honor of a noble 
house and family," said they, ** can be maintain- 
ed only by lances and horsemen." In a few days 
he set forth, with the ambassadors, at the head of 
nearly a thousand horsemen, skilled in war, and 
exercised in the desert, and a large body of infan- 
try, armed with lances. The venerable Xeque, 
with whom he had resided, blessed him, and shed 
tears over him at parting, as though he had been 
his X)wn child ; and when the youth passed over 
the threshold, the house was filled with lamenta- 
tions. 

Abderahman reached Spain in safety, and land- 
ed at Almanecar, with his little band of warlike 
Zenetes. Spain was at that time in a state of 
great confusion. Upward of forty years had elapsed 
since the conquest. The civil wars in Syria and 
Egypt had prevented the main government at 
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Damascus from exehrislng cofiti^ pver.thispdisic' 
tant and recently acq u if wl territofy. FiVerfllOs-fV 
lem commander considered the tOw» or pi^oVintcj 
committed to hid charge, an absolute pTopertjr; . 
and accordingly exercised the most arbitrary ex- 
tortions. These excesses at leitgth became rasap- 
portable, and, at a convocation of inanjr of.vthe' 
principal leaders, it was determined, as a mean& 
Xo end these dissensions, to unite all the Moslem^ 
proririces of Spain under one Emir, or General j 
Governor. Yusuf el Fehri; ^ft^^nciertt man, of 
honorable lineage, was chosen for tius -station, : 
) fe began his reign With policy, and endeavored-; 
to conciliate all parties; but the distribution <rfl 
offices soon created powerful enemies among the 
disappointed leaders. A civil war w^s |he coiise»< 
qlience, and Sp^\n was deluged with blood* - TIki' 
troops of both parties burned and ravaged and laid 
everything waste, to distress their antagonists; 
the villages were abandoned by their inhabitante, 
who fled to the cities for refug'e ; and flourishing 
towns disappeared from the face X)f the earth, or 
remained mere heaps of rubbish and ashes. At 
the time of the landing of Abderahman in Spain/ 
the old Emir Yusuf had obtained a signal vic- 
tory. He had captured Saragossa, in which was 
Ameer ben Amru, his principal enemy, together 
with his son and secretary. Loading his prison-' 
ers with chains, and putting them on camels, he 
set out m triumph for Cordova, considering him- 
self secure in the absolute domination of Spain^ ' 
He had halted one day in a valley called Wad- 
arambla, and was reposing with his family in his 
pavilion, while his people and the prisoners made 
a repast in the open air. In the midst of his re- 
pose, his confidential adherent and general, the 
Wall Samael, galloped into the camp covered 
with dust, and exlvausied with fatigue. He 



brought tidings .0f: the arrival of Abdjerahman and 
that Uiewhde sea-board w^ flocking to hi^ stand- 
ard. .Mcsse/iger after messenger came hurrying 
into the camp,; tonftrming th^ tearful tidings, and 
adding that this descendant of the Omeyas had 
secreUy been invited, to Spain by Am ru and his. 
fallowers. • Yusuf waited not to ascertain tfie 
tiarth of this accusation. Giving way to a trans« 
port of iury, he ordered that Amru, his son and ' 
secretary, should be cut to pieces. His com- 
mands were instantly executed. *' And this cru- 
elty/* says the Arabian jchronicler, ** lost him 
the favor of Allah ; for from that time, success . 
deserted his standard." 

Atxlerahnian had indeed been hailed with joy on 
his landing in JSpain. The old people hoped to find 
tranquillity under the sway of one supreme chief- 
tain, descended from their ancient caliphs; the 
young men were rejoiced to have a youthful war* 
rior to lead them on to victories ; and the popu- 
lace, charmed with his freshness and manly 
beauty, his majestic yet gracious and affable de^ 
meanor, shouted : ** Long live Abderahman ben 
Moavia Meramamolin of Spain !" 

In a few days the youthful sovereign saw him- 
self at the bead of more than twenty thousand 
men, from the neighborhood of Elvira, Almeria, 
Mala^, Xeres. and Sidonia. Fair Seville threw 
open Its ^ates aihis approach, and celebrated his 
arrival with public rejoicings. He continued hia 
march into the country, vanquished one of the 
sons of Yusuf before the gates of Cordova, and 
obliged him to take refuge within its walls, wherf 
be held him in close siege. Hearing, however of 
the approach of Yusuf, the father, with a powerful 
army, he divided his forces, and leaving ten thou- 
sana men to press the siege, he hastened with the 
other ten to meet the coming. toe. 
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Yusuf had indeed mustered a formidalDte force, 
from the east and south of Spain, and accom- 
panied by his veteran general, Samael, came 
with confident boasting to drive this intruder from 
the land. His confidence increased on beholding, 
the small army of Abderahman. Turning, to 
Samael, he repeated, with a scornful sneer, , a 
verse Irom an Arabian poetess, which sayis : 

•* How hard is our lot ! We come, a thirsty 
multitude, and lo ! but this cup ot water to share 
among us !** 

There was indeed a fearful odds. On the one. 
side were two veteran generals, grown gray in 
victory, with a mighty host of warriors, seaso|ied; 
in the wars of Spain. On the other, side was a- 
mere youth, scarce attained to manhood, >yith a^ 
hasty levy of half-disciplined troops;,, but the. 
youth was a prince, flushed with hope, and a^pir-i 
ing after fame and empire ; and surrounded by ^ 
devoted band of warriors from Africa, whose ex** 
ample infused desperate zeal into the little army, , 

The encounter took place at daybreak. . The 
impetuous valor of the Zenetes carried everything^ 
before it. The cavalry ot Yusuf was broken, ana 
driven back upon the infantry, and before noon 
the whole host was put to headlong flight. Yusui 
and Samael were borne along in the torrent of the 
fugitives, raging and storming, and making .in- 
effectual efforts to rally them. They were separ- 
ated widely in the confusion of the flight, xwie 
taking refuge in the Algarves, the other in the. 
kingdom ot Murcia. They afterward rallied, re^ 
united their forces, and made another desperate 
stand near Almunecar. The battle was obstinate 
and bloody, but they were again defeated, and 
driven, with a handful of followers, tp take refuge 
in the rugged mountains adjacent to Elvira. 

The spirit of the veteran Samael gave way be- 
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fore these fearful . reverses, * * In vain, O Yusuf !' ' 
said he, ** do we contend with the prosperous star 
of this youthful conqueroif : the will of Allah be 
done ! Let us submit to our fate, and sue for 
favorable tenns, while we have yet the means of 
capitulation.** 

It was a hard trial for the proud spirit of Yusuf, 
that had once aspired to uncontrolled sway ; but 
he was compelled to capitulate. Abderahman 
was as generous as brave. He granted the tWQ 
gray-headed generals the most honorable condi- 
tions, and even took the veteran Samael into 
favor," employing him, as a mark of confidence, to 
visit the eastern provinces of Spain, and restore 
them to tranquillity. Yusuf, having delivered up 
Elvira and uranada, and complied with other 
atticles of his capitulation, was permitted to re- 
tire to Murcia, and rejoin his sun Muhamad. A 
general amnesty to all chiefs and soldiers who 
should yield up their strong holds, and lay down 
thetr arms, completed the triumph of Abderah- 
man, and brought all hearts into obedience. 

Thus terminated this severe struggle tor the 
domination of Spain ; and thus the illustrious 
family of Omeya, after having been cast down 
and almost exterminated in the East, took new 
root, and sprang forth prosperously in the West. 

Wherever Abderahman appeared, he was re- 
ceived with rapturous acclamations. As he rode 
through the cities, the populace rent the air with 
shouts of joy ; the stately palaces were crowded 
with spectators, eager to gain a sight of his grace- 
ful form and beaming countenance ; and when 
they beheld the mingled majesty and benignity of 
their new monarch, and the sweetness and gen- 
tleness of his whole conduct, they extolled him as 
something more than mortal ; as a beneficent 
geniiis, sent for the happiness of Spain. 
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In the interval of peace which now succeeded, 
Abderahman occupied hinoaeJt in ^promplHig the 
useful and elegant arts, and in intjroductne['^4t^9 
Spain the, refinenients of the;East: ' €onsi3iet:iAg 
the building and ornamenting of citiies a^s amoog 
the noblest employments of the tranquil .hotjrs^.^ 
princes, he bestowed great .pains upoQ^boautilyi^f 
the cityot Cordova and its cnyiroctsj Heirecortr 
structed banks and dykes, to keep /t^:Qi»dM- 
quiver from overflowing its boirdcrs,: and- on ttwe 
vast terraces thus formed, he plairted ddightful 
gardens. In the midst qf these, he erected a Itrfty 
tower, commanding a view of the vast and Jmil?- 
ful valley, enlivened f^ the windings otf the rtver. 
In this tower he would pass hours o£ medttallcm, 
gazing on the soft and varied landscape, > and; in- 
haling the bland and balmy airs of that delightful 
region. At such times, his thoughts w^UkJ reCttr 
to the past, and the misfortunes of his yootfei ibfi^ 
massacre of his family would riie to view, 
mingled with tender recollections of hia native 
country, from which he was exiled. In these 
melancholy musings he would sit with his eyes 
fixed upon a palm-tree which he had planted in 
the midst of his garden. It is said to nave begn 
the first ever planted in Spain, ai)d to have /bee)i 
the parent stock of all the palm-trees which igraoe 
the southern provinces of the peninsula, . The 
heart of Abderahman yearned toward this free; 
it was the offepring of his native coiMJ^ry,^ anci 
like him, an exile. In one of his moods. qI lendet- 
ness, he composed verses upon it, which have 
since become famous throughout the world- The 
following is a rude but literal translation : j 

** Beauteous Palm 1 thou also wert hithc^r 
brought a stranger; but thy roots have fouad a 
kindly soil, thy head is lifted to the skies,, and the^ 
sweet airs of Aigarve fondle and kissjthy branches. 
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V :?• ^611 hast known, like me« the storms of id- 
^cffse fortiine. Bitter tears . vvouklst thou sheet 
€$ndldist thoii fefei niy woes. Repeated griefs hav^ 
p\?efwhe1med me. With early tears 1 bedewed 
th e pa Jms OH' the ban ks of the Euphrates ; but 
fti^ilher tree nor river heeded my sorrows, when 
driven by cruel faite, and the ferocious Aboul 
Ab^bas, f roih the scenes of my childhood and the 
*Weet objects of my affection. 

* To thee no remembrance remains of my be- 
loved fcountry ; I, unhappy I can never recall it 
without tears." : 

"■ The generosity of Abd«rabman to his van- 
^uJshed foeife was destined to be abused^ The 
tifetefatn Yusuf, in visiting certain of the cities 
'which he had surrendered, found himself sur- 
founcled by zealous partisans^ ready to peril life in 
hi^ service. The love ot command revived in his 
btfsom, and he repented the facihty with which he 
had suffered himself to be persuaded to submis- 
sion. Flushed with new hopes of success, he 
caused arms to be secretly collected, and deposit- 
ed iii various villages, most zealous in their pro- 
fessions of devotion, and raising a considerable 
l>ody of troops, seized upon the castle of Almo- 
dovar. The rash rebellion was short-lived. At 
-the first appearance ot an army sent by Abderah- 
.man, and commanded by Abdelmelee, governor 
of Seville; the villages which had so recently pro- 
fessed loyalty to Yusuf, hastened to declare their 
attachment to the monarch, and to give up the 
concealed arms. Almodovar was soon retaken, 
and Yusuf, driven to the environs ot Lorea, was 
surrounded by the cavalry of Abdelmelee. The 
veteran endeavored to cut a passage through the 
ehemy, but after fighting with desperate fury, 
4nd with a force of arm incredible in one of his 
age, he fell beneath blows from weapons of all 
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kinds, so that after the battle his bqcly cqul4 
scarcely be recognized, so numerous wer^ the^ 
wounds. His head was cut off and sent to Cor- 
dova, where it was placed in an iron cage, over 
the gate of the city- 

The old lion was dead, but his whelps survived. 
Yusuf had left three sons, who inherited his war-, 
like spirit, and were eager to revenge his death. 
Collecting a number of the scattered adherents of 
their house, they surprised and beized upon Tole- 
do, during the absence of Temam, its Wali or 
commander. In this old warrior city, built upon 
a rock, and almost surrounded by the Tagus,, 
they set up a kind of robber hold, scouring the 
surrounding country levying tribute, seizing 
upon horses, and compelling the peasantry to jpia 
their standard. Every day cavalcades of horse* 
and mules, Laden with spoil, with tlocks of sheep 
and droves of cattle, came pouring over the 
bridges on either side of the city, and thronging 
in at the gates, the plunder of the surrounding 
country. Those of the inhabitants who were still 
loyal to Abderahman dared not lilt up their 
voices, for men of the sword bore sway. At 
length one day, when the sons of Yusuf, ^ith 
their choicest troops, were out on a maraud, the 
watchmen on the towers gave the alarm. A 
troop of scattered horsemen were spurring wildly 
toward the gates. The banners of the sons of 
Yusuf were descried. Two of them spurred into 
the city, followed by a handful of warriors, cov- 
ered with confusion and dismay. They had been 
encountered and defeated by the Wali Temam,. 
and one of the brothers had been slain. 

The gates were secured in all haste, and the 
walls were scarcely manned, when Temam ap-. 
peared beiore them with his troops, and sum-^ 
moned the city to surrender. A great internal 
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commotion ensued between the loyalists and the 
insurgents ; the latter, however, had weapons in 
^eir hands, and prevailed ; and for several days, 
trusting to the strength of their rock-built fortress, 
tifey set the Wali at defiance. At length some of 
the loyal inhabitants of Toledo, who knew all its 
secret arid subterraneous passages, some of w^hich, 
if chroniclers may be believed, have existed since 
the days of Hercules, if not of Tubal 'Cain, intro- 
duced Temam and a chosen band of his warriors 
into the very centre of the city, where they sud- 
denly appeared as if by magic. A panic seized 
upon the insurgents. Some sought safety in sub- 
mission, some in concealment, some in flight, 
Casim, one of the sons of Yusuf, escaped in dis- 
guise ; the youngest, unarmed, was taken, and 
was sent captive to the king, accompanied by the 
head of his brother, who had been slain in battle. 

When Abderahman beheld the youth laden with 
chains, he remembered his own sufferings in his 
early days, and had compassion on him ; but, to 
prevent him from doing further mischief, he im- 
prisoned him in a tower of the wall of Cordova. 

In the meantime Casim, who had escaped, 
managed to raise another band of warriors. 
Spain, in all ages a guerilla country, prone to 
pairtisan warfare and petty maraud, was at that 
time infested by bands of licentious troops, who 
had sprung up in the civil contests ; their only 
object pillage, their only dependence the sworcl, 
and ready to flock to any new and desperate 
standard, that promised the greatest license. 
With a ruffian force thus levied, Casim scoured 
the country, took Sidonia by storm, and surprised 
Seville while in a state of unsuspecting security. 

Abderahman put himself at the head of his faith- 
ful Zenetes, and took the field in person. By the 
rapidity of his movements, the rebels were defeat- 
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ed, Sidonia and Seville speedily retaken, and 
Casim was made prisoned. ■ Thie g-ene rqshyjal 
Abderahman was again exhibited toward thi&nn* 
fortunate son of Yusuf. He spared his life, laiid 
sent him to be confined In a tower ^ Toledo:, j 

The veteran Samael had taken nopirt in. these 
insurrections, but had attended iaithfuUy totbc 
affairs intrusted to him by AbderAhman. TJife 
death of his old friend arid colleague, Yusuf, hofwv 
ever, and the subsequent disasters of his famiiy^ 
filled him with despondency. Fea.riag': the iocoiii- 
stancy of fortiine, and' the dingers incident to 
public employ, he entreated the king to be per^ 
piitted to retire to his house in Seguenza^ and ini- 
dulge a privacy aiid repose' iuit^ to kh lad- 
van ced a§^e. His prayer ^'ais granted.' 5 The 
veteran laid by hi's arms, battered m a thousamd 
conflicts; hung his sword and lance aigaiDStthp 
wall, and surrounded by a f^w friends^ gave iiinv 
self up apparently to the sweets of ^ui($t and tin- 
ambitious leisure. • 

Who can count, however; upoft the tranquil 
content of a heart nurtured amid the fttorms 6f 
War and ambition ! Under the ashes of this out- 
ward humility were glowing th€i coals of faction. 
In his seemingly philosophical retirement^ Samael 
was concerting with his friends new treasoii 
against Abderahman. Hi^ plot was discovered ; 
his house was suddenly surrotrnded by troops:; 
and he was conveyed to k tower at Toledo, 
where, in the course of ^ few months he died in 
captivity. . ^ 

The magnanimity of Abderahman was again 
put to the proof, by a new Insurrection at Toledo. 
Hixem ben Adra, a relation of Yusuf, seized upon 
the Alcazar, or citadel, slew Several of the royal 
adherents of the king, liberated Casim from bis 
tower, and, summoning all the banditti^ of^ the 
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country^ soon mustered a force of ten thousand 
men^ ; Abderahman was* quickly before, the walls 
of iToledo, witkt the troops of Cordova arid his 
devoted 2enetes. . The rebels were brought to 
terms,. . and surrendered the city on promise of 
general pardon, "which, was extendea even to 
Hixem and Casim. When the chieftain saw 
Hixem and his principal confederates in the 
power of Abdcrahman, they advised him to put 
tJiem all to deaJth. ** A promise given to traitor 
and rebels,'* said they, ** i^ not binding, when it 
is to the interest o^ the state that it should be 
broken^" . 

•* No !** replied Abderahman, ** if the safely of 
my throne were at stake^ I wpuld not break my 
word.*' So saying, he eonfirn^ed the amnesty, and 
^gtanted Hixem ben Adra a worthless life, to be 
employed ia farther treason* 

Scarcely had Abderahman returned from this 
expedition, when a powerful army, sent by the 
caliph, landed from Africa on the coast of the 
Algarves. The commander, Aly ben Mogueth, 
Emir of Cairvan, elevated a rich banner which he 
had received from the hands of the caliph. 
^Wherever he went, he ordered the caliph ol the 
East to be proclaimed by sound of trumpet, de- 
nouncing Abderahman as a usurper, the vagrant 
.member of a family proscribed and execrated in 
all the mosques of the East. 

One of the iirst to join his standard was Hixem 
ben Adra, so recently pardoned by Abderahman. 
He seized upon the citadel of Toledo, and repair- 
ing to the camp of Aly, offered to deliver the city 
into his hands. 

Abderahman, as bold in war as he was gentle 
in peace, took the field with his wonted prompt- 
ness; overthrew his enemies, with great slaugh- 
ter, drove some to the sea-coast to regain their 



318 TH£ CBA YOI^ PAFEEJS. 

ships, and others to the mountains. The body of 
Aly was found on the field of biattk. Abderah- 
man caused the head to be struck off, and con- 
veyed to Cairvan, where it was- affixed at nigfht to 
a column in the public square, with this inscrip- 
tion : •' Thus Abderahman, the descendant of the 
Omeyas, punishes the rash and arrogant." 

Hixem ben Adra escaped from the field of bat- 
tle, and excited farther troubles, but was eventii- 
ally captured by Abdelmelee, who ordered his 
head to be struck off on the spot, lest he should 
again be spared, through the wonted clemency of 
Abderahman. 

Notwithstanding these signal triumphs, the 
reign of Abderahman was disturbed by farther 
insurrections, and by another descent from 
Africa, but he was victorious over them all ; 
striking the roots of his po\yer deeper and deeper 
into the land. Under his sway, the government 
of Spain became more regular and consolidated, 
and acquired an independence of the empire of 
the East. The caliph continued to be considered 
as first pontiff and chief of the religion, but he 
ceased to have any temporal power over Spain. 

Having again an interval of peace, Abderalb- 
man devoted himself to the education of his chil- 
dren. Suleiman, the eldest, he appointed Wall, or 
governor, oi Toledo ; Abdallah, the second, was 
intrusted with the command of Merida ; but the 
third son, Hixem, was the delight of his heart, 
the son of Howara, his lavorite sultana, whom he 
loved throughout life with the utmost tenderness. 
With this youth, who was full of promise, he re- 
laxed from the fatigues of government ; joining 
in his youthful sports amid the delightful gardens 
of Cordova, and teaching him the gentle art of 
falconry, of which the king was so fond that he 
received the name of the Falcon of Coraixi. 
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While Abderahman was thus indulging in the 
gentle propensities ot his nature, mischief was se- 
cretly at work.. Muhamad, the youngest son of 
Yusuf, had been for many years a prisoner in the 
tower of Cordova. Being passive and resigned, 
his keepers relaxed their vigilance, and brought 
him forth from his dungeon. He went groping 
^bout, however, in broad daylight, as il still in 
the darkness of his tower. His guards watched 
him narrowly, lest this should be a deception, but 
were at length convinced that the long absence of 
light had rendered him blind. They now per- 
mitted him to descend frequently to the lower 
chaml>ers of the tower, and to sleep there occa- 
sionally, during the heats of summer. They even 
allowed him to grope his way to the cistern, in 
quest of water for his ablutions. 

A year passed in this way without anything to 
excite suspicion. During all this time, however, 
the blindness of Muhamad was entirely a decep- 
tion ; and he was concerting a plan of escape, 
through the aid of some friends of his father, who 
found means to visit him occasionally. One sultry 
evening in midsummer, the guards had gone to 
bathe in the Guadalquiver, leaving Muhamad 
alone, in the lower chambers of the tower. No 
sooner were they out of sight and hearing, than 
he hastened to a window of the stair-case, leading 
down to the cistern, lowered himself as lar as his 
arms would reach, and dropped without injury to 
the ground. Plunging into the Guadalquiver, he 
swam across to a thick grove on the opposite 
side, where his friends were waiting to receive 
him. Here, mounting a horse which they had 
provided for an event of the kind, he fled across 
the country, by solitary roads, and made good his 
escape to the mountains of Jaen. 

The guardians of the tower dreaded for some 
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time to make known hia flight to ApderahraaUi. 
When at length it was told to him, he exclaimed : 
** All is the work of eternal wisdom j it is intend- 
ed to teach us that we cannot benefit. the \vicked 
without injuring the good. The'JIigHf of itiat 
blind man will cause, much trouble add blood- 
shed." ^ . .::■::"'■:". 

His predictions were verified. Muliamad reared 
the standard of rebellion on the mountains ; "the 
seditious and discontented oi all. kinds hastened 
to join it, together with soldiers of /ortune* or 
rather wandering banditti, and he had soon six 
thousand ipen, well armed, hardy in habit^, and 
desperate in character. His brother Carina also 
reappeared about the same time in, the jmountam^ 
of Ronda, at the head ol a daring band that laid 
all the neighboring valleys under coritrLbution, 

Abderahman summoned his alcaydcs from their 
various military posts, to assist in .driving the 
rebels from their mountain fastnesses into, the 
plains. It was a dangerous and protracted toil, 
lor the mountains were frightfully wild and 
rugged. He entered them with a powerful host, 
driving the rebels from height to height and val- 
ley to valley, and harassing them by a galling hre 
from thousands of cross-bows. At length a de- 
cisive battle took place near the river Guadalemar. 
The rebels were signally defeated ; lour thousand 
fell in action^ many were drowned in the river, . 
and Muhamad, with a few horsemen, escaped to ; 
the mountains of the Algarves. Here he was 
hunted by the alcaydes from one desolate retrea:t 
to another ; his lew followers gr^w tired of shar- 
ing the disastrous fortunes of a fated man ; one 
by one deserted him, and he hiniself deserted the 
remainder, fearing they might give him tip, to 
purchase their own pardon. . . \ 

Lonely and disguised, he plunged into the 



depths of, the fore§jts, pr lurked in d^ns and cav- 
ei-hs, like a famishfed wolf, often casting back his 
thoughts with regi^el to the time of his captivity in 
the glodrny tower of Cordova. Hunger at length 
drove hin) 19. Alarcon, at the risk of Being discov- 
ered. Famine and misery, however, had so 
wasted and changed him, tliat he was not recog- 
nized. He remained nearly a year in Alarcon, 
tinnoticed and unknown, yet constantly torment- 
ing him$elf with the dread oi discovery, and with 
groundless fears of the vengeance of Abderala- 
man. Death at length put an end to his wretchpd.- 
iness. ' ^ ,' \ 

A milder fate attended his brother ^Tasim'. 
Beings defeated in the mountains of Murcia, hp 
was conducted in chains to Cordova. On coming 
into the presence of Abderahman, his once fierce 
and haughty spirit, broken by distress, gave way ; 
he threw himself on the earth, kissed the dust be- 
neath the feet of the king, and implored his 
clemency. The benignant heart of Abderahman 
was filled with melancholy, rather than exultation, 
at beholding' this wreck of the once haughty 
family of Yusuf a suppliant at his feet, and suing 
for mere existence. He thought upon the muta- 
bility of fortune, and felt how insecure are all her 
favors. He raised the unhappy Casim from the 
earth, ordered his irons to be taken off, and, not 
content with mere forgiveness, treated him with 
honor, and gave him possessions in Seville, where 
(le might live in state conformable to the ancient 
dignity of his family. Won by this great and per- 
severing magnanimity, Casim ever after remained 
one of the most devoted of his subjects. 

All the enemies of Abderahman were at length 
subdued ; he reigned undisputed sovereign of the 
Moslems of Spain ; and so benign was his govern- 
meiit, that every one bles$ed the revival of the 
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illustrious line of Omeya. He was at all times 
accessible to the humblest of liis subjects : the 
poor man ever found in him a friend, and the op- 
pressed a protector. He improved the adminis- 
tration of justice ; established schools lor public 
instruction ; encouraged poets and men of letters, 
and cultivated the sciences. He built mosques 
in every city that he visited ; inculcated religion 
by example as well as by precept; and celebrated 
all the festivals prescribea by the Koran, with the 
utmost magnificence. 

As a monument of gratitude to God for the 
prosperity with which he had been lavored, he 
undertook to erect a mosque in his favorite city of 
Cordova, that should rival in splendor the great 
mosque of Damascus, and excel the one recently 
erected in Bagdad by the Abassides, the supplant- 
ers ot his family. 

It is said that he himself furnished the plan for 
this famous edifice, and even worked on it, with 
his own hands, one hour in each day, to testify 
his zeal and humility in the ser\'ice ol God, and 
to animate his workmen. He did not live to see 
k completed, but it was finished accordmg to his 
plans by his son Hixem. When finished, it sur- 
passed the most splendid mosques of the east. It 
was six hundred feet in lengtn, and two hundred 
and fifty in breadth. Within vi'ere twenty-eight 
aisles, crossed by nineteen, supported by a thou- 
sand and ninety -three columns of marble. ' There 
were nineteen portals, covered with plates of 
bronze of rare workmanship. The principal 
portal was covered with plates of gold. On the 
pummit of the grand cupola were three gilt balls 
surmounted by a golden pomegranate. At night, 
the mosque was illuminated with four thousand 
seven hundred lamps, and great sums were ex- 
pended in amber and aloes, which were burned 
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as perfumes. The mosque remains to this clay, 
shorn of its ancient splendor, yet still one of tiie 
grandest Moslem monuments in Spain. 

Finding himself advancing in years, Abderah- 
man assembled in his capital ot Cordova the prin- 
cipal governors and commanders of his kingdom, 
and in presence of them all, with great solemnity, 
nominated his son Hixem as the successor to the 
throne. All present made an oath of fealty to 
Abderahman auring his life, and to Hixem alter 
his death. The prince was younger than his 
brothers, Soleiman and Abdallah ; but he was 
the son of Hovvara, the tenderly beloved sultana 
of Abderahman, and her influence, it is sakl^ 
gained him this preference. 

Within a fe\v months afterward, Abderahman 
fell grievously sick at Merida. Finding his end 
approaching, he summoned Hixem to his bedr 
side : ** My son," said he, **the angel of death 
is hovering over me ; treasure up, therefore, in 
thy heart this dying counsel, which I give through 
the great love I bear thee. Remember that all 
empire is from God, who gives and takes it away, 
according to his pleasure. Since God, through 
his divine goodness, has given us regal power 
and authority, let us do his holy will, which is 
nothing else than to do good to all men, and es- 
pecially to those committed to our protection. 
Kender equal justice, my son, to the rich and the 
poor, and never suffer injustice to be done within 
thy dominion, for it is the road to perdition. Be 
merciful and benignant to those dependent upon 
thee. Confide the government of thy cities and 
provinces to men of worth and experience ; pun- 
ish without compassion those ministers who op- 
press thy people with exorbitant exactions. Pay 
thy troops punctually ; teach them to feel a cer- 
tainty in thy promises ; command them with gzw^ 
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tleness but firmness, and make them in truth the 
defenders ot the State, not its destroyers. Culti- 
vate unceasingly the affections of thy people, for 
in their good-will consists the security of the 
state, in their distrust its peril, in their hatred its 
certain ruin. Protect the husbatidnten wh<J cul- 
tivate the earth, and yield us necessary suste- 
nance ; never permit their fields, and groves, and 
gardens to be disturbed. In a word, act in such 
wise that thy people may bless thee, and may 
enjoy, under the shadow of thy wing, a secure 
and tranquil life. In this consists good govern- 
ment ; if thou dost practice it, tnou wilt be happy 
among thy people, and renowned throughout Vat 
world.** 

Having given this excellent counsel, the good 
king Abderahman blessed his son Hixem, and 
shortly after died ; being but in the siKtieth year 
of his age. He was interred with great pomp ; 
but the highest honors that distinguished his 
funeral were the tears of real sorrow shed upon 
his grave. He left behind him a name for valor^ 
justice, and magnanimity, and forever famous as 
beine the founder of the glorious liae of the Om- 
miades in Spain* 



THE WIDOWS ORDEAL, 

Or a Judicial Trial by Combat 



The wortd is daily g^win^ older and wiser. 
Its institutions vary with its years, and mark its 
growing wisdom ; and none more so than its 
modes of investigating^ truth, and ascertaining 
guilt or innocence. In Us nonage, when man was 
yet a fallible being, and doubted the accuracy of 
his own intellect, appeals were made to heaven 
in dark and doubtful cases ot atrocious accusation. 

The accused was required to plunge his hand in 
boiling oil, or to walk across red-hot ploughshares, 
or to maintain his innocence in armed fight and 
listed field, in person or by champion. If he 
passed these ordeals unscathed, he stood ac- 
quitted, and the result was regarded as a verdict 
from on high. 

It Is somewhat remarkable that, in the gallant 
age of chivalry, the gentler sex should have been 
most frequently the subjects of these rude trials 
and perilous ordeals ; and, that, too, when assailed 
in their most delicate and vulnerable part — ^their 
honor. 

Cn the present very old and enlightened age of 
the world, when the human intellect is perfectly 
competent to the management of its own con- 
cerns, and needs no special interposition of 
heaven in its affairs, the trial by jury has super* 
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Beded these superhuman ordeals ; aivd the uitan- 
imity of twelve discordant minds is necessary to. 
constitute a verdict. Such a unanimity woulcf, at 
first sight, appear also to require a miracle f rom- 
heaven ; but it is produced by a simple device ot 
human ingenuity. The twelve juroi-s are locked, 
up in their box, there to fast until abstinence 
shall have so clarified their intellects that the 
whole jarring panel can discern the truth, and* 
concur in a unanimous decision. One point is i 
certain, that truth is one, and is immutable— until 
the jurors all agree, they cannot all be right. 

It is not our Intention, however, to discuss this 
great judicial point, or to question the avowed 
superiority of the mode of investigating truth 
adopted in this antiquated and very sagacious 
era. It is our object merely to exhibit to the cu- 
rious reader one ot the most memorable cases of 
judicial combat we find in the annals of Spain. It 
occurred at the bright commencement of -the 
reign, and in the youthful, and, as yet, glorious 
days, of Roderick tUe Goth « who sulwequentiy 
tarnished his fame at home by his misdeeds, and, 
finally, lost his kingdom and his life on the banks 
of the Guadalete, in that disastrous battle which 
gave up Spain a conquest to the Moors. TheloK 
lowing is the story : 

There was once upon a time a certain duke of 
Lorraine, who was acknowledged throughout 
his domains to be one ot the wisest princes that 
ever lived. In fact, there was no one measure 
adopted by him that did not astonish his privy 
counsellors and gentlemen in attendance i anq 
he said such witty things, and mide such sensible 
speeches, that the jaws of his high chamberlain 
were well nigh dislocated from laughing with dev 
light at one, and g^aping with wonder at the 
Other. 
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• 

This very witty and exceedingly wise potentate 
lived for half a century in single-blessedness ; at 
length his courtiers began to thi«k it a great pity 
so wise and wealthy a prince should not have a 
diild after his own likeness, to inherit his talents 
and domains ; so they urged him most respectfully 
to marry, for the good of his estate, and the wel* 
fare of his subjects. 

He turned their advice, over in his mind some 
four or five years, and then sent forth emissaries 
to summon to his court all the beautiful maidens 
in the land who were ambitious of sharing a 
ducal crown. The court was soon crowded with 
beauties of alt styles and complexions, from 
among whom he chose one in the earliest bud- 
ding of her charms, and acknowledged by all the 
gentlemen to be unparalleled for grace and love- 
liness. The courtiers extolled the duke to the 
skies for making such a choice, and considered it 
another proof of his great wisdom. *' The duke,** 
said they, ** is waxing a little too old, the damsel, 
on the other hand, is a little too young ; if one is 
lacking in years, the other has a superabundance ; 
thus a want on one side is balanced by the excess 
on the other, and the result is a well-assorted 
marriage." » 

The duke, as is often the case with wise men 
who marry rather late, and take damsels rather 
youthful to their bosoms, became dotingly fond 
of his wife, and very properly indulged her in all 
things. He was, consequently, cried up by his 
subjects in general, and by the ladies in particu- 
lar, as a pattern for husbands ; and, in the end, 
Irom the wonderful docility with which he sub. 
mitted to be reined and checked, acquired the 
amiable and enviable appellation of Duke Phili-> 
bert the wife-ridden. 

There was only one thing that disturbed the. 
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conjugal felicitv of this paragon of husbands — 
though a considerable time elapsed after his mar- 
riage, there was Still no prospect of an heir. The 
good duke left no means untried to propitiate 
Heaven. He made vovvs and pilgrimages, he 
fasted and he prayed, but all to no purpose. The 
courtiers were all astonished at the circumstance. 
They could not account for it. While the meait- 
est peasant in the country had sturdy brats by 
dozens, without putting up a prayer, the duke 
wore himself to skin and bone with penances and 
fastings, yet seemed farther off from his object 
than ever. 

At length, the worthy prince fell dangerously 
ill, and felt his end approachinp^. He looked sor- 
rowfully and dubiously upon hfs young and ten- 
der spouse, who hung over- him with tears and 
sobbings. '* Alas !" said he, "tears are soori 
dried from youthful eyes, and sorrow lies lightly 
on a youthlul heart. In a little while thou wilt 
forget in the arms of another husband him who 
bas loved thee so tenderly/* 

** Never ! never !*' cried the duchess. ** Never 
will I cleave to another ! Alas, that my lord 
should think me capable of such inconstancy !'* 

The worthy and wife-ridden duke was soothed 
by her assurances ; for he could not brook the 
thought of giving her up even after he should be 
dead. Still he wished to have some pledge of 
her enduring constancy : 

•* Far be it from me, my dearest wife," said 
he, •* to control thee through a long life. A year 
and a day of strict fidelity vrtll appease ir.y troubled 
spirit. f*romise to remain faithful to my memory 
lor a year and a day, and I will die in peace..* 

The duchess made a solemn vow to that effect; 
but the uxorious feelings of the duke were not 
yet satisfied. '* Sale bind, safe find," thought 
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he ; so he made a will, bequeathing to her aU his 
domains, on condition ot her remaining true ta 
him ior a year and a day after his decease ; but, 
should it appear that, within that time, she had in 
anywise lapsed from her fidelity, the inheritance 
shpuld go to his nephew, the lord of a neighbor- 
ing territory. 

Hairing made his will, the good duke died and 
was buried. Scarcely was he in his tomb, when 
his nephew came to take possession, thinking, as 
his uncle had died without issue, the domains 
would he devised to him of course. He was in a 
furious passion, when the will was produced, and 
the young widow declared inheritor of the duke- 
dom. As he was a violent, high-handed man, and 
one of. the sturdiest knights in the land, fears 
were entertained that he might attempt to seize 
on the territories by force. He had, however, 
two bachelor uncles for bosom counsellors, swag- 
gering, rakehelly old cavaliers, who, having led 
loose and riotous lives, prided themselves upon 
knowing the world, and being deeply experienced 
in human nature. ** Prithee, man, be of good 
cheer," said they, **the duchess is a young and 
buxom widow. She has just buried our brother, 
who, God rest his soul ! was somewhat too much 
given to praying and fasting, and kept his pretty 
wife always tied to his girdle. She is now like a 
bird from a cage. Think you she will keep her 
vow? Pooh, pooh — impossible ! Take our words 
for it — we know mankind, and, above all, woman- 
kind. She cannot hold out for such a length of 
time ; it is not in womanhood — it is not in widow- 
hood — ^we know it, and that's enough. Keep a 
sharp look-out upon the widow, therefore, and 
within the twelvemonth you will catch her trip- 
ping — and then the dukedom is your own.'* 
. The. nephew was pleased with this counsel, and 
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immediately placed spies round the duchess* and* 
bribed several of her servants to keep watch upknv 
her, so that she could not take a single step, ^^vear 
from one apartment of her palace to another, 
without being observed. Never was young and 
beautiful widow exposed to so terrible an ordeal. 

The duchess was aware of the watch thus k^p0 
upon her. Though confident of her own rectftude, 
she knew that it is not enough for a wpman to be 
virtuous — she must be above the reach of slan- 
der. For the whole term of her probation, there^- 
fore, she proclaimed a strict non-intercourse \vith 
the other sex. She had females for cabinet minis* 
ters and chamberlains, through whom she trans- 
acted all her public and private concerns ; and it 
is said that never were the affairs of the duke- 
dom so adroitly administered. 

All males were rigorously excluded from the 
palace ; she never went out of its precincts, and 
whenever she moved about its courts and gar- 
dens, she surrounded herself with a body-guard 
of young maids of honor, commanded by dames 
renowed for discretion. She slept in a bed without 
curtains, placed in the centre or a room illumin- 
ated by innumerable wax tapers. Four ancient 
spinsters, virtuous as Virginia, perfect dragons of 
watchfulness, who only slept during the daytime, 
kept vigils throughout the night, seated in the 
four corners of the room on stools without backs 
or arms, and with seats cut in checkers of the 
hardest wood, to keep them from dozing. 

Thus wisely and warily did the young duchess 
conduct herself for twelve lon^ months, and 
slander almost bit her tongue oft in despair, at 
finding no room even for a surmise,. Never was 
ordeal more burdensome, or more enduringly sus- 
tained. 

The year passed away. The last, odd day-ar- 
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rfved, and a long, long day it was. It was the 
twenty-first of June, the longest day in the year. , 
It seemed as if it would never come to an end. 
A thousand times did the duchess and her ladies 
watch the sun from the windows of the palace, as 
he slowly climbed the vault of heaven, and seemed 
still more slowly to roll down. They could not 
help expressing their wonder, now and then, why 
the duke should have tagged this supernumerary 
day to the end of the year, as if three hundred and 
sixty-five days were not sufficient to try and task 
the fidelity of any woman. It is the last grain 
that turns the scale — the last drop that overflows 
the goblet —and the last moment of delay that ex- 
hausts the patience. By the time the sun sank 
below the horizon, the duchess was in a fidget 
that passed all bounds, and, though several hours 
were yet to pass before the day regularly expired, 
she could not have remained those hours in dur- 
ance to gain a royal crown, much less a ducal 
coronet. So she gave orders, and her palfrey, 
magnificently caparisoned, was brought into the 
court-yard of the castle, with palfreys for all her 
ladies in attendance. In this way she sallied forth, 
just as the sun had gone down. It was a mission 
of piety — a pilgrim cavalcade to a convent at the 
foot of a neighboring mountain — to return thanks 
to the blessed Virgin, for having sustained her 
through this fearful ordeal. 

The orisons performed, the duchess and her 
ladies returned, ambling gently along the border 
of a forest. It was about that mellow hour of 
twilight when night and day are mingled, and all 
objects are indistinct. Suddenly,, some mon- 
strous animal sprang from out a thicket, with fear- 
ful bowlings. The female body-guard was thrown 
into confusion, and fled different ways. It was 
some time before they recovered from their panic. 
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and gathered once more together ; but the duch- 
ess was not to be found. The greatest anxiety was 
felt for her safety. The hazy mist of twilight had 
prevented their distinguishmg perfectly the ani- 
mal which had affrighted them. Some thougl^t it 
a wolf, others a bear, others a wild man of the 
woods. For upwards of an hour did they be- 
leaguer the forest, without daring to venture in, 
and were on the point of giving up the duchess as 
torn to pieces and devoured, when, to their great 
joy» they beheld her advancing in the gloom, sup- 
ported by a stately cavalier. 

He was a stranger knight, whom nobody knew. 
It was impossible to distinguish his countenance 
in the dark ; but all the ladies agreed that he was 
of noble presence and captivating address. He 
had rescued the duchess from the very fangs of 
the monster, which, he assured the ladies, was 
neither a wolf, nor a bear, nor yet a wild man of* 
the woods, but a veritable fiery dragon, a species 
of monster peculiarly hostile to beautiful femailes 
in the days of. chivalry, and which all the efforts 
of knight-errantry had not been able to extirpate. 

The ladies crossed themselves when they heard 
of the danger from which they had escaped, and 
could not enough admire the gallantry of the 
cavalier. The duchess would fain have prevailed 
on her deliverer to accompany her to her court ; 
but he had no time to spare, being a knight-er- 
rant, who had many adventures on band, and 
many distressed damsels and afflicted widows to 
rescue and relieve in various parts of the country. 
Taking a respectful leave, therefore, he pursued 
his wayfaring, and the duchess and her train re- 
turned to the palace. Throughout the whole way, 
the ladies were unwearied in chanting the praises 
of the stranger knight, nay, many of them would 
willingly have incurred the danger o) the dragon 
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to have enjoyed the happy deliverance of the 
duchess. As to the latter, she rode pensively 
along, but said nothing. 

No sooner was the adventure of the wood made 
public, than a whirlwind was raised about the 
ears of the beautiful duchess The blustering 
nephew of the deceased duke went about, armed 
to^ the teeth* with a swaggering uncle at each 
shoulder, ready to back him, and swore the 
duchess had forfeited her domain. It was in vain 
that she called all the saints, and angels, and her 
ladies in attendance into the bargain, to witoess 
that she had passed a year and a day of immacu- 
J ate fidelity.. One fatal hour remamed to be ac- 
counted for ; and into the space of one little hour 
sins enough may be conjured up by evil tongues, 
to blast the fame of a whole life of virtue. 

The two graceless uncles, who had seen the 
world, were ever ready to bolster the matter 
through, and as they were brawny, broad-shoul- 
dered warriors, and veterans in brawL as well as 
debauch, they had great sway with the multitude. 
If any one pretended to assert the innocence of 
the duchess, they interrupted him with a loud ha ! 
ha ! of derision. *' A pretty story, truly," would 
they cry, ** about a wolf and a dragon, and a 
young widow rescued in the dark by a sturdy var- 
let who dares not show his face in the daylight. 
You may tell that to those who do not know hu- 
man nature, for our parts, we know the sex, and 
that's enough.** 

If, however, the other repeated his assertion, 
they would suddenly knit their brows, swell, look 
big, and put their hands upon their swords. As 
few people like to fight in a cause tliat does not 
touch their own interests, the nephew and the 
uncles were suffered to have their way, and swag- 
ger uncontradicted. 



884 THE CRA TOIT PAFJSm. 

The matter was at length referred to a tribtmal, 
composed of all the dignftaries of the dukedom, 
and many and repeated consultations were hefd. 
The character of the duchess throughout the year 
was as bright and spotless as the moon In a. 
cloudless night ; one fatal hour of darkness aiooe 
intervened to eclipse its brightness. Finding hu- 
man sagacity incapable of dispelling the mystery, 
it was determined to leave the question to heayeA ; 
or in other words, to decide It by the ordeal of the 
sword — SL sage tribunal in the age, of chivaliy. 
The nephew and two bully uncles were to main- 
tain their accusation in listed combat, and six 
months were allowed to the duchess to provide 
herself with three champions, to mfcet them inrthe 
field. Should she fail in this, or should her 
champions be vanquished, her honor. would be 
considered as attainted, her fidelity as forfeit, and 
her dukedom would go to the nephew, aS a matter 
of right. 

With this determination the duchess was fain 
to comply. Proclamations were accordingly 
made, and heralds sent to various parts ; but day 
after day, week after week, ana month after 
month, elapsed, without any champion appearing 
to assert her loyalty throughout that darksome 
hour. The fair widow was reduced to despair, 
when tidings reached her of grand tournaments 
to be held at Toledo, in celebration of the nuptials 
of Don Roderick, the last of the Gothic kin^, 
with the Morisco princess Exilona. As a last re* 
sort, the duchess repaired to the Spanish court, 
to implore the gallantry of its assembled chiv- 
alry. 

The ancient city of Toledo was a scene of gor* 
geous revelry on the event of the royal nuptials. 
The youthful king, brave, ardent, and magnifi- 
cent, and his lovely bride, beaming with all the 
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radian* beauty of the East, were hailed with 
shouts and acclamations whenever they appeared. 
Their nobles vied with each other in the luxury 
oi their attire, their prancing steeds, and splendid 
retinues ; and the haughty dames of the court 
appeared in a blaze of jewels, 
i In the midst of alj this pagentry, the beautiful, 
but afflicted Duchess of Lorraine made her ap- 
proach to the throne* She was dressed in blaclc, 
and closely vailed ; four duennas of the most staid 
a»id severe aspect^ and six beautiful demoiselles, 
fprnied her female attendants. She was guarded 
by several very ancient, withered, and gray headed 
^avaliers ; and her train was borne by one of the 
^pst deformed and diminutive dwarfs in exist- 
-ence. - 

Advancing to the foot of the throne, she knelt 
down, and, throwing up her veil, revealed a coun- 
tenance so beautiful that half the courtiers pres- 
ent were ready to renounce wives and mistresses, 
and devote themselves to her service ; but when 
she made known that she came in quest of cham- 
pions to defend her fame, every cavalier pressed 
'forward to offer his arm and sword, without in- 
quiring into the merits of the case ; for it seemed 
clear that so beauteous a lady could have done 
nothing but what was right ; and that, at any 
rate, she ought to be championed in following the 
bent of her humors, whether right or wrong. 

Encouraged by such gallant zeal, the duchess 
suffered herself to be raised from the ground, and 
related the whole story of her distress. When 
she concluded, the king remained for some time 
silent, charmed by the music of her voice. At 
length : ** As I hope for salvation, most beautiful 
duchess," said he, ** were I not a sovereign king, 
and bound in duty to my kingdom, I myself 
would put lance in rest to vindicate your cause; 
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as it is, I here give full permission to my knights, 
and promise lists and a iaix^ field, atKt thai the 
contest shall take place before the watisof Toledo, 
in presence of my assembled court.*' 

As soon as the pleasure oithe king >vas kndwfi, 
there was a strife among the cavaliers |>resent, 
for the honor of the contest. It was decided by- lot, 
and the successful candidates were o4>}ects of 
great en^y, for every one was ambitious of fittd^ 
ing favor in the eyes of the beautiful widow. 

Missives were sent, summoning the nephew and 
his two uncles to ToledOt to maintain their accu- 
sation, and a day was appointed for the ooti^hai. 
When the day arrived, all Toledo was in common 
tion at an early hour. The liSits had been pre- 
pared in the usual place, just without the Walls, 
at the toot of the rugged rocks on whiidh the city 
is built, and on that beautiful meadow along the 
Tagus, known by the name of the king's garden. 
The populace had already assembled, each one 
eager to secure a favorable place ; the balconies 
were filled with the ladies of the court, clad in their 
richest attire, and bands^ of youthful kniehts, 
splendidly armed and decorated with their ladies' 
devices,, were managing their superbl y capati- 
soned steeds about the field. The king at length 
came forth in state, accompanied by the queen 
Exilona. They took their seats in a raised bal- 
cony, under a canopy of rich dam^^Fik ; and, stt 
sight of them, the people rent the air witba<k:la- 
mations. 

The nephew and his uncles now rode into the 
field, armed cap-d-pie^ and followed by a train of 
cavaliers of their own roysteringcasl, great swear- 
ers and carousers, arrant swashbucklers, with 
clanking armor and jingling spurs. When the 
people of Toledo beheld the vaunting and discour- 
teous appearance of these knights, they were 
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more anxioua than ever for the success' of the 
gfentle duehess ; but, at the same time, the sturdy 
.a(>d stalwart frames of these warriors, showed 
that whoever won the victory from themi must do 
H at the cost of many a bitter blow. 

As the nephew and his riotous crew rode in at 
one side of the field, the fair widow appeared at 
•the other, with her suite of grave grayheaded 
courtiers, her ancient duennas and dainty demoi- 
selles, and the little dwarf toiling along under the 
•weight of her train. Every one made way for her 
«s she passed, and blessed her beautiful face, and 
prayed for success to her cause. She took h&r 
seat in a lower balcony, not far from the sover- 
eigns ; and her pale face, set off by her mourn- 
ing weeds, was as the moon shining forth Irom 
amoiig the clouds of night. 

The tjwfnpet^ sounded for the combat. The 
warriors were just entering the lists, when a 
stranger knight, armed in panoply, and followed 
hy two pages and an esquire, came galloping into 
the fiela. and, riding up to the royal balcony, 
claimed the combat as a matter of right. 

** In me," cried he, ** behold the cavalier who 
-had the happiness to rescue the beautiful duchess 
from the peril of the forest, and the misfortune to 
bring on her this grievous calumny. It was but 
recently, in the course of my errantry, that tidings 
•of her wrongs have reached my ears, and I have 
.^rged hitheir at all speed, to ^tand forth in her 
vindication." 

No sooner did the duchess hear the accents of 
the knight than she recognized his voice, and 
joined her prayers with his that he might enter 
the lists. The difficulty was, to determine which 
of the three champions already appointed should 
yield his place, each insisting on the honor of the 
cpjnbat The stranger knight would have settled 
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the point, by taking the whole contest upon him- 
self ; but this the other knights would not perraic. 
It was at length determined, as before, by felj, 
and the cavalier who lost the chance, retired mur- 
muring and disconsolate. 

The trumpets again sounded-^the lists wetrc 
opened. The arrogant nephew and his two draw^ 
cansir uncles appeared so completely cased lin 
steel, that they and their steeds were like moving 
masses of iron. When they understood the 
stranger knight to be the same that had rescued 
the duchess from her peril, they, greeted bim with 
the most boisterous derision : ^ 

'* O ho ! sir Knight of the Dragon," said they, 
•* you who pretend to champion fair widows in the 
dark, come on, and vindicate your de^ds of dark- 
ness in the open day." 

The only reply of the cavalier was to put lance 
in rest, and brace himself for the encounter. 
Needless is it to relate the particulars of a battle, 
which was like so many hundred combats that 
have been said and sung in prose and verse. 
Who is there but must have foreseen the event of 
a contest, where Heaven had to decide on the 
guilt or innocence of the most beautiful and im- 
maculate of widows ? 

The sagacious reader, deeply read in this kind 
of judicial combats, can imagine the encounteroi 
the graceless nephew and the stranger knight. He 
sees their concussion, man to man, and horse to 
horse, in mid career, and sir Graceless hurled to 
the ground, and slain. He will not wonder that 
the assailants of the brawny uncles were less suc- 
cessful in their rude encounter ; but he will pic- 
ture to himself the stout stranger spurring to their 
rescue, in the very critical moment ; he will see 
him transfixing one with his lance, and cleaving, 
the other to the chine with a back stroke of his 
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sword, thufe leavings the trio of accusers dead 
upon the field, arid establishing the immaculate 
fidelity of the duchess, and her title to the duke- 
dom, beyond the shadow of a doubt. 

The air rang with acclamations ; nothing was 
heard but praises of the beauty and virtue of the 
duchess, and of the prowess of the stranger 
knight ; but the public joy was still more in-. 
creased when the champion raised his visor, andj 
revealed the countenance of one of the bravest* 
cavaliers of Spain, renowned for his gallantry in 
the service of the sex, and who had been round 
the world in quest of similar adventures. 

That worthy knight, however, was severely 
wounded, and remained for a long time ill of his 
wounds. The lovely duchess, grateful for having 
twice owed her protection to his arm, attended 
him daily during his illness ; and finally rewarded 
his gallantry with her hand. 

The king would fain have had the knight es- 
tablish his title to such high advancement by 
farther deeds of arms ; but his courtiers declared 
that he already merited the lady, by thus vindi- 
cating her lame and fortune in a deadly combat 
to outrance ; and the lady herself hinted that she 
was perfectly satisfied of his prowess in arms, 
from the proofs she had received in his achieve- 
ment in the forest. 

Their nuptials were celebrated with great mag- 
nificence. The present husband of the duchess 
did not pray and fast like his predecessor, Phili- 
bert the wife-ridden ; yet he found greater favor 
in the eyes of Heaven, for their union was blessed 
with a numerous progeny — the daughters chaste 
and beauteous as their mother ; the sons stout 
and valiant as their sire, and renowned, like him, 
for relieving disconsolate damsels and desolated 
widows. 



TEB CREOLE VILLAGE. 



A Sketch from a Steamboat 



First Published iti 1837, 

In traveHing- about our motley country, I am 
often reminded of Ariosto's account of the moori, 
in which the good paladin Astolpho found every- 
thing garnered up that had been lost on earth. 
So I am apt to imagine, that many things lost in 
the old world, are treasured up in the new ; hav- 
ing been handed down from generation to genera- 
tion, since the early days of the colonies. A Eu- 
ropean antiquary, therefore, curious in his re- 
searches after the ancient and almost obliteratecl 
customs and usages of his country, would do well 
to put himself upon the track of some early band 
of emigrants, follow them across the Atlantic, 
and rummage among their descendants on oUr 
shores. 

In the phraseology of New England might be 
found many an old English provincial phrase, 
long since obsolete in the parent country ; with 
9ome quaint relics of the roundheads ; while Vir- 
ginia cherishes peculiarities characteristic' of the 
days of Elirabetn and Sir Walter Raleigh. 

In the same way the sturdy yeomanry of _New 
Jersey and Pennsylvania keep up many usages 
fading away in ancient Germany ; while many an 
honest, broad-bottomed custom, nearly extinct in 
venerable Holland, may be found flourishing m 
pristine vigor and luxuriance in Dutch villages, 
on the banks of the Mohawk and the HudSoh. ^ 
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,In no part of our country, however, are the cus- 
toms and peculiarities^ imported from the old 
■world by the earlier settlers, kept up with more 
fidelity than in the little, poverty-stricken villages 
of Spanish and French origin, which border the 
rivers of ancient Louisiana. Their population is 
generally made up of the descendants of those 
nations, married and interwoven together, and 
occasionally crossed with a slight dash of the In- 
dian. The French character, however, floats on 
top, as, from its buoyant qualities, it is sure to 
do, whenever it forms a particie« however small, 
of an intermixture. 

In these serene and dilapidated villages, art 
and nature stand still, and the world forgets to 
turn round. The revolutions that distract other 
parts of this mutable planet, reach not here, or 
pass over without leaving any trace. The fortu- 
nate inhabitants have none of that public spirit 
which extends its cares beyond its horizon, and 
imports trouble and perplexity from all quarters 
in newspapers. In fact, newspapers are almost 
unknown in these villages, and as French is the 
current language, the inhabitants have little com- 
munity of opinion with their republican neigh- 
bors. They retain, therefore, their old habits of 
passive obedience to the decrees of government, 
as though they still lived under the absolute sway 
of colonial commandants, instead of being part 
and parcel of the sovereign people, and having a 
voice in public legislation. 

A few aged men, who have grown gray on their 
hereditary acres, and are of the good old colonial 
stock, exert a patriarchal sway in all matters of 
public and private import ; their opinions are con-^ 
sidered oracular, and their word is law. 

The inhabitants, moreover, have none of that 
eagerness for gain and rage for improvement 
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which keep our people continually on the move^. 
and our country towns incessantly in a state, o£ 
transition. There the magic pnrases, ** town 
lots," *• water privileges," ** railroads/' and 
other comprehensive and soul -stirring words Ironi 
the speculator's vocabulary, are never heard. The 
residents dwell in the houses built by their fore« 
fathers, without thinking of enlarging or modenv* 
izing them, or pulling them down and turning 
them into granite stores. The trees, under which 
they have been born and have played in infancy, 
flourish undisturbed ; . though, by cutting them 
down, they might open new streets, and put 
money in their pockets. In a word, the aknighty 
dollar, that great object of universal devotion 
throughout our land, seems to have no genuine 
devotees in these peculiar villages ; and unless 
some of its missionaries penetrate there, and 
erect banking houses and other pious shrines^ 
there is no knowing how long the inhabitants 
may remain in their present state of contented 
poverty. 

In descending one of our great Western riverS 
in a steamboat, I met with two worthies from one 
of these villages, who had been on a distant ex- 
cursion, the longest they had ever made, as they 
seldom ventured far from home. One was the 
great man, or Grand Seigneur, of the village ; not 
that he enjoyed any legal privileges or power there, 
everything of the kind having been done away 
when the province was ceded by France to the 
United States. His sway over his neighbors was 
merely one of custom and convention, out of def- 
erence to his family. Beside, he was worth lull 
iiity thousand dollars, an amount almost equal, 
in the imaginations of the villagers, to the trea- 
sures of King Solomon. 
, This very substantial old gentleman, though of 
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tfte fourth or fifth generation in this country; re* 
tatned the true Gallic feature and deportnnent, and 
rerninded me of one of those provincial potentates 
that are to be met with in the remote parts of 
France. He was of a large frame, a ginger-bread 
complexion, strong features, eyes that stood out 
nice glass knobs, and a prominent nose, which he 
i" frequently regaled from a gold snuff-box, and 
* Occasionally blew, with a colored handkerchief, 
until it sounded like a trumpet. 

-He was attended by an old negro, as black as 
ebony, with a huge mouth, in a continual grin ; 
evidently a'privifeged and favorite servant, who 
had grown up and grown old with him. He was 
dressed in Creole style — with -white jacket and 
tVousers, a stiff shirt collar, that threatened to cut 
off his ears, a bright Madras handkerchief tied 
round his head, and large gold ear-rings. He 
was the politest negro 1 met with in a Western 
tour ; and that is saying a great deal, for, ex- 
cepting the Indians, the negroes are the most 
gentlemanlike personages to be met with in those 
parts. It is true, they differ from the Indians in 
being a little extra polite and complimentary. He 
was also one of the merriest ; and here, too, the 
negroes, however we may deplore their unhappy 
condition, have the advantage of their masters. 
The whites are, in general, too free and prosper- 
ous to be merry. The cares of maintaining their 
rights and liberties, adding to their wealth, and 
.making presidents, engross all their thoughts, 
and dry up all the moisture of their souls. If you 
hear a broad, hearty, devil-may-care laugh, be 
assured it is a negro's. 

Beside this African domestic, the seigneur of 
the village had another no less cherished and 
privileged attendant. This was a huge dog, of the 
mastiff breed, with a deep, hanging mouth, and a 
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look of surly gravity. He walked about the cabin 
with the air of a dog perfectly at home, and who 
had paid for his passage. At dinner time he took 
his seat beside his master, giving him a glance 
now and then out of a corner ot his eye, whick 
bespoke perfect confidence that he would not be 
forgotten. Nor was he — every now and then a 
huge morsel would be thrown to him, peradven^ 
ture the half-picked leg oi a fowl, which he would 
receive with a snap like the springing of a steels 
trap — one gulp, and all was down ; and a glance 
of the eye told his master that he was ready for 
another consignment. 

The other village worthy, travelling in company 
\^rith the seigneur, was of a totally differecut 
stamp. Small, thin, and weazen faced, as Frenclv- 
men are apt to be represented in caricature, with 
a bright, squirrel-like eye, and a gold ring in his 
ear. His dress was flimsy, and sat loosely on his 
frame, and he had altogether the look of one with 
but little coin in his pocket. Yet, though one of 
the poorest, I was assured he was one of the 
merriest and most popular personages in his na- 
tive village. 

Compere Martin, as he was commonly called, 
was the factotum of the place — sportsman, school- 
master, and land surveyor. He could sing, dance, 
and, above ali» play on the fiddle, an invaluable 
accomplishment in an old French Creole village^ 
for the inhabitants have a hereditary love for bfills. 
and fetes ; if they work but little, they dance a 
great deal, and a fiddle is the joy of their heart. 

What had sent Compere Martin travelling with 
the Grand Seigneur I could not learn ; he evident- 
ly looked up to him with great deference, and was 
assiduous in rendering him petty attentions ; 
from which I concluded that ne lived at home 
upon the crumbs which fell from his table. He 
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was gayest when out of his sight ; and had his 
isong and his joke when forward, among the deck 
passengers ; but altogether Compere Martin was 
out of his element on board of a steamboat. He 
was quite another being, I am told, when at 
^ome in his own village. 

Like his opulent fellow-traveller, he too had his 
canine follower and retainer — and one suited to 
his different fortunes — one of the civilest, most 
unoffending little dogs in the world. Unlike the 
lordly mastiff, he seemed to think he had no right 
on board of the steamboat , if you did but look 
hard at him, he would throw himself upon his 
back, and lift up his legs, as if imploring mercy. 

At table he took his seat a little distance from 
liis master ; not with the bluff, confident air of 
the mastiff, but quietly and diffidently, his head 
on one side, with one ear dubiously slouched, the 
other hopefully cocked up ; his under teeth pro- 
jecting beyond his black nose, and his ey^e wist- 
fully following each morsel that went into his 
master's mouth. 

If Compere Martin now and then should venture 
to abstract a morsel from his plate to give to his 
humble companion, it was edifying to see with 
what diffidence the exemplary little animal would 
take hold of it, with the very tip of his teeth, as if 
he would almost rather not, or was fearful of 
taking too great a liberty. And then with what 
decorum would he eat it ! How many efforts 
would he make in swallowing it, as if it stuck in 
his throat ; with what daintiness would he lick his 
lips ; and then with what an air of thankfulness 
would he resume his seat, with his teeth once 
more projecting beyond his nose, and an eye of 
humble expectation fixed upon his master. 

It was late in the afternoon when the steamboat 
stopped at the village which was the residence of 
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these worthies. It stood on the high hank pi the 
river, and bore traces of having heen a frontieii: 
trading post. There were the remains of stock* 
ades that once protected it from the Indians, and 
the houses were in the ancient Spanish and 
French colonial taste, the place having been sue* 
cessively under the domination ol both those na- 
tions prior to the cession ot Louisiana to the 
United States. 

The arrival of the seigneur of Bfty thousand dol- 
lars, and his humble companion. Compere Mar- 
tin, had evidently been looked iorward to as an 
event in the village. Numbers of men, women, 
and children, white, yellow, and black, were col- 
lected on the river bank; most ,o£ them clad in 
old-fashioned French garments, and. their heads 
decorated with colored handkerchiefs, or white 
night-caps. The moment the steamboat came 
within sight and hearing, there was a waving of 
handkerchiefs, and a screaming and bawling of 
salutations, and felicitations, that bafi^e all de- 
scription. 

The old gentleman of fifty thousand dollars was 
received by a train of relatives, and friends, and 
children, and grandchildren* whom he kissed on 
each cheek, and who formed a procession in his 
rear, with a legion of domestics, of all ages, fol- 
lowing him to a large, old-fashioned French 
house, that domineered over the village. 

His black valet de chambre, in white jacket and 
trousers, and gold ear-rings, was met on the 
shore by a boon, though rustic companion, a tall 
negro fellow, with a long good-humored face, and 
the profile of a horse, which stood out from be- 
neath a narrow-rimmed straw hat, stuck on the 
back of his head. The explosions of laughter, of 
these two varlets on meeting and exchanging 
compliments, were enough to electrify the country 
round. 
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" The most hearty reception, however, was that 
given to Compere Martin, Everybody, young 
and old, hailed him before he got to lanu. Every- 
body had a joke for Compere Martin, and Com-^ 
pere Martin had a joke for everybody. Even his 
littfe dog appeared, to partake of his popularity, 
and to be caressed by 6very hand. Indeed, he was 

Suite a different animal the moment he touched 
le land. Here he was at home ; here he was of 
consequence. He barked, he leaped, he frisked 
about his old friends, and then would skim round 
the place in a wide circle, as if mad. 

I traced Compere Martin and his little dog to 
their home. It was an old ruinous Spanish house, 
of large dimensions, with verandas overshadowed 
by ancient elms- The house had probably been 
the residence, in old times, of the Spanish com- 
mandant. In one wing of this crazy, but aristo- 
cratical abode, was nestled the family of my fel- 
low-traveller ; for poor devils are apt to be mag- 
nificently clad and lodged, in the cast-off clothes 
and abandoned palaces of the great and wealthy. 

The arrival of Compere Martin was welcomed 
by a legion of women, children, and mongrel 
curs ; and, as poverty and gayety generally go 
hand in hand among the French and their de- 
scendants, the crazy mansion soon resounded 
with loud gossip and light-hearted laughter. 

As the steamboat paused a short time at the vil- 
lage, I took occasion to stroll about the place. 
Most of the houses were in the French taste, with 
casements and rickety verandas, but most of 
them in flimsy and ruinous condition. All the 
wagons, ploughs, and other utensils about the 
place were of ancient and inconvenient Gallic 
construction, such as had been brought from 
France in the primitive days of the colony. The 
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vtxy looks of the people reminded jht of the vil- 
lages of France. 

From one of the houses came the hum of a spin- 
ning- wheel, accompanied by a scrap of an old 
French chanson, which I have heard many a timft 
among the peasantry of Languedoc, doubtless ^ 
traditional song, brought over by the first French 
emigrants, and handed down from generation to 
generation. 

Half a dozen young lasses emerged from the 
adjacent dwellings, reminding me, by their light 
step and gay costume, of scenes in ancient France^ 
where taste in dress comes natural to every class 
of females. The trim bodice and covered petti^ 
coat, and little apron, with its pockets to receive 
the hands when in an attitude for conversation ; 
the colored kerchief wound tastefully round the 
head, with a coquettish knot perking above one 
ear ; and the neat slipper and tight drawn stock- 
ing with its braid of narrow ribbon embracing the 
amde where it peeps from its mysterious curtain. 
It is from this ambush that Cupid sends his most 
inciting arrows. 

While I was musing upon the recollections thus 
accidentally summoned up, I heard the sound of 
a fiddle from the mansion of Compere Martin, the 
signal, no doubt for a joyous gathering. I was 
disposed to turn my steps thither, and witness the 
festivities of one of the very few villages I had 
met with in my wide tour, that was yet poor 
enough to be merry ; but the bell of the steam- 
boat summoned me to re-embark. 

As we swept away from the shore, I cast back 
a wistful eye upon the moss-grown roofs and An- 
cient elms of the village, and prayed that the \Vi^ 
habitants might long retain their happy igno- 
rance, their absence of all enterprise ancl improve- 
ment, their respect for the fiddle, and their con- 
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tempt for the almighty dollar.* I fear, however, 
my prayer is doomed to be of no avail. In a lit- 
tle v^ile the steamboat whirled me to an Ameri- 
can town, just springing into bustling and pros- 
perous existence. 

The surrounding forest had been laid out in 
town lots ; frames of wooden buildings were ris- 
ing from among stumps and burnt trees. The 
place already boasted a court-house, a jail, and 
two banks, all built of pine boards, on the model 
of Grecian temples. There were rival hotels, rival 
churches, and rival newspapers ; together with 
the usual number of judges, and generals, and 
governors ; hot to speak of doctors by the dozen^ 
and lawyers by the score. 

The place, I was told, was in an astonishing 
career of improvement, with a canal and two rail- 
iroads in embryo. Lots doubled in price every 
week ; every body was speculating in land ; every 
body was rich ; and every body was growing 
richer. The community, however, was torn to 
pieces by new doctrines in religion and in politi- 
cal economy ; there were camp meetings, and 
agrarian meetings ; and an election was at hand, 
which, it was expected, would throw the whole 
country into a paroxysm. 

Alas ! with such an enterprising neighbor what 
is to become of the poor little creole village I 



* This phrase, used for the first time in this sketch, 
has since passed into current circulation, and by 
some has been questioned as savoring of irreverence. 
The author, therefore, owes it to his orthodoxy to 
declare that no irreverence was intended even to the 
dollar itself ; which he is aware is daily becoming more 
and more an object of worship. 



A CONTENTED MAN. 



In the garden of tKe Tuileries there is a sunny 
corner under the wall of a terrace which fronts the 
south. Along the wall is a range of benches com- 
manding a view of the walks and avenues of the 
garden. This genial nook is a place of g^reat re- 
sort in the latter part of autumn and in hne days 
in winter, as it seems to retain the flavor of de- - 
parted summer. On a calm, bright morning it is 
quite alive with nursery-maids and their playiul- 
little charges. Hither also resort a number ot an- 
cient ladies and gentlemen, who, with the laudable 
thrift in small pleasures and small expenses for 
which the French are to be noted, come here to 
enjoy sunshine and save firewood, , Here may 
often be seen some cavalier of the old school, 
when the sunbeams have warmed his blood into 
something like a glow, fluttering about like a 
frost-bitten moth thawed before the fire, putting 
forth a feeble show of gallantry among the anti^ 
quated dames, and now and then eyeing the 
buxom nursery-maids with what might almost be: 
mistaken for an air of libertinism. 

Among the habitual frequenters of this place I 
had often remarked an old gentleman, whose 
dress was decidedly anti-revolutional. He wore 
the three-cornereci cocked hat of the ancien 
regime ; his hair was frizzed over each ear into 
mles de pigeoHt a style strongly savoring of liour- 
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bonism ; and a queue stuck out behind, the loyalty 
of which was not to be disputed. His dress, 
thoug^h ancient, had an air of decayed gentility, 
and I observed that he took his snuff out of an 
elegant though old-fashipned gold box. He ap- 
peared to be the most popular man on the walk. 
He ha4 a compliment for every pld lady, he kissed 
every child, and he patted every little dog on the 
heacf ; for children and little dogs are very im» 
portant members of society in France. I must ob- 
sejrve, however, that he seldom kissed a child 
without, at the same time, pinching the nursery- 
maid's cheek ; a Frenchman of the old school 
never forgets his devoirs to the sex^ 

I had taken a liking to this old gentleman. There 
was an habitual expression of benevolence in his 
face which I have very frequently remarked in 
these relics of the politer days of France. The 
constant interchange of those thousand little 
courtesies which imperceptibly sweeten life have 
a happy effect upon the features, and spread a 
meHow evening charm over the wrinkles of old 
age. 

Where there is a favorable predisposition one 
soon formg a kind of tacit intimacy by often meet- 
ing on the same walks. Once or twice I accom- 
modated him with a bench, after which we 
touched hats on passing each other ; at length we 
got so far as to take a pinch of snuff together out 
of his box, which is equivalent to eating salt to- 
gether, in th$ East ; froui that time our acquaint- 
ance was established. 

I now became his freauent companion in his 
morning promenades, and derived . much amuse- 
ment from his good-humored remarks on men 
and manners. One morning, as we were strolling 
through an alley of the Tuileries, with the autum- 
naL breeze whirling the yellow leaves about our 
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path, my companion fell into a peculiariy com- 
municative vein, and gave me several particulars 
of his history. He had once been wealthy, and 
possessed of a fine estate in the country and a 
noble hotel in Paris ; but the revolution, v^hich 
effected so many disastrous changes, stripped 
him of everything. He was secretly denounced 
.by his own steward during a sanguinary period 
of the revolution, and a number of the blood- 
hounds of the Convention were sent to arrest him. 
He received private intelligence of their approach 
in time to effect his escape. He landed in Eng- 
land without money or friends, but considered 
himself singularly fortunate in having his head 
upon his shoulders ; several of his neighbor^ 
having been guillotined as a punishment for being 
rich. 

When he reached London he had but a loui^ in 
his pocket, and no prospect of getting another. 
He ate a solitary dinner of beefsteak, and was 
almost poisoned by port wine, which from its 
color he had mistaken for claret. The dingy look 
of the chop-house, and of the little mahogany-col- 
ored box in which he late his dinner, contrasted 
sadly with the gay saloons of Paris. Everything 
looked gloomy and disheartening. Poverty stared 
him in the face ; he turned over the few shillings 
he had of change ; did not know what was to tje-' 
come of him ; and — went to the theatre I 

He took his seat in the pit, listened attentively 
to a tragedy of which he did not understand a 
word, and which seemed made up of fighting,- 
and stabbing, and scene-shifting, and began to 
feel his spirits sinking within him ; when, casting^ 
his eyes into the orchestra, what was his surprise 
to recognize an old friend and neighbor in the 
very act of extorting music from a huge violon* 
cello, 
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As saan as the evening's performance was over 
be tapped his friend on the shoulder ; they kissed* 
each other on each cheek, and the musician took 
him home, and shared his lodgings with him. He 
had learned music as an accomplishment ; by his 
f-riend's advice he now turned to it as a means of 
support He procured a violin, offered himself 
for the orchestra, was received, and again consid- 
ered himself one of the most fortunate men upon 
earth. 

Here therefore he lived for many years during 
the ascendency of the terrible Napoleon. He 
found several emigrants living, like himself, bv the 
exercise of their talents. They associatea to- 
gether^ talked of France and of old times, and en- 
deavored to keep up a semblance of Parisian life 
in the centre of London. 

- They dined at a miserable cheap French res- 
taurant in the neighborhood of Leicester-square, 
where they were served with a caricature of 
French cookery. They took their promenade in 
St. James's Park, and endeavored to fancy it the 
Tuileries ; in short, they made shift to accommo- 
date themselves to everything but an English 
Sunday. Indeed the old gentleman seemed to 
have nothing to say against the English, whom 
be affirmed tb be braves gens y and he mingled 
so much among them that at the end of twenty 
years he could speak their language almost well 
enough to be understood . 

The downfall of Napoleon was another epoch 
in his life. He had considered himself a fortu- 
nate man to make his escape penniless out of 
France, and he considered himself fortunate to be 
able to return penniless into it. It is true that he 
found his Parisian hotel had passed through sev- 
eral hands during the vicissitudes of the times, so 
as to be beyond the reach of recovery ; but then 
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he had been noticed benignantly by government, 
and had a pension of several hundred francs, 
upon which, with careful management, he lived 
independently, and, as tar as I could judge, hap- 
pily. 

As his once plendid hotel was now occupied as 
a hotel garni, he hired a small chamber in the at- 
tic ; it was but, as he said, changing his bedroom 
up two pair of stairs — he was still in his own 
house. His room was decorated with pictures of 
several beauties of former times, with whom he 
professed to have been on favorable terms : 
among them w»as a favorite opera-dancer, who 
had been the admiration of Paris at the breaking 
out of the revolution. She had been a protegee of 
my friend, and one of the few of his youthful fa- 
vorites who had survived the lapse of time and its 
various viccisitudes. They had renewed their ac- 
quaintance, and she now and then visited him ; 
but the beautiful Psyche, once the fashion of the 
day and the idol of the parterre^ was now a 
shrivelled, little old woman, warped in the back, 
and with a hooked nose. 

The old gentleman was a devout attendant upon 
levies ; he was most zealous in his loyalty, and 
could not speak of the royal family without a 
burst of enthusiasm, for he still felt towards them 
as his companions in exile. As to his poverty 
he made light of it, and indeed had a good-hu- 
mored way of consoling himself for every cross 
' and privation. If he had lost his chateau in the 
country, he had half a dozen royal palaces, as it 
were, at his command. He had Versailles and 
St. Cloud for his country resorts, and the shady 
alleys ol the Tuileries and the Luxembourg for his 
town recreation. Thus all his promenades and 
relaxations were magnificent, yet cost noth- 
ing. 
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When 1 walk through these fine garder" 
he, I have otil>' to iancy myself the ov 
them, and they are mine. All these gay 
are my visitors, and i defy the grand s 
himself to display a greater varitty of I 
Nay, what is better, I have not the trouble 
lertainiiig them. My estate is a perlec 
Siiiu-i, where every one does as he pleaS' 
no one troubles the owner. All Paris is i 
aire, and presents me with a coniinuai spt 
I have a table spread for me in every stre 
thousands of waiters ready to fly at my b 
When my servants have waited upon m 
them, discharge them, and there's an e 
have no fears of their wronging or pilfer 
when my back is turned. Upon the who 
the old gentleman with a smile oi intinit 
humor, when [ think upon the various risks 
run. and the manner in which I have e 
them : when I recollect all that I have st 
and consider all that I at present enjoy, 
not but look upon myself as a man of si 
good fortune. 

Such was the brief history of this pt 
philosopher, and it Is a picture o! many a f 
man ruined by the revolution. The Frer 
pear to have a greater facility than most i 
accommodating themselves to the reverses 
and of extracting honey out of the bitter th 
this world. The first shock of calamity is 
overwhelm them, hut when it is once pas 
intural buoyancy of feeling soon brings tl 
'lie surface. This may be called the result 
ity of character, hut it answers the end of 
ciling us to mlslortune, and if it be not tri 
losophy, it is something almost as etlici 
Ever since f have heard the story of m; 
Frenchman, I have treasured it up in my 
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and I thank my stars I have at length found what 
I had iong considered as not to be found on earth 
— a contented man. 

P.S. There is no calculating on human happi- 
ness. Since writing the foregoing, the law of in- 
demnity has been passed, and my friend restored 
to a great part ot his fortune. I was absent from 
Paris at the time, but on my return hastened to 
congratulate him. I found him magnificently 
lodged on the tirst floor of his hotel. I was 
ushered, by a servant in livery, through splendid 
saloons, to a cabinet richly furnished, where I 
found my little Frenchman reclining on a couch. 
He received me with his usual cordiality ; but I 
saw the gayety and benevolence of his counte- 
nance had fled ; he had an eye full of care and 
anxiety. 

I congratulated him on his good fortune. 
** Good fortune ?" echoed he ; ** bah 1 I have 
been plundered of a princely fortune, and they 
give me a pittance as an indemnity." 

Alas ! 1 found my late poor and contented 
friend one of the richest and most miserable men 
in Paris. Instead of rejoicing in the ample com- 
petency restored to him, he is daily repining at 
the superfluity withheld. He no longer wanders 
in happy idleness about Paris, but is a repining 
attendant in the ante-chambers of ministers. His 
loyalty has evaporated with his gayety ; he 
screws his mouth when the Bourbons are men- 
tioned, and even shrugs his shoulders when he 
hears the praises of the king. In a word, he is 
one of the many philosophers undone by the law 
of indemnity, and his case is desperate, for I 
doubt whether even another reverse of fortune, 
which should restore him to poverty, could make 
him again a happy man. 



